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RIDDLES, 

BY   DR.   SWIFT  AND   HIS    FRIENDS, 
Written  in  or  about  the  Year  1724. 
I.     On  a  Pen-. 
N  youth  exalted  high  in  air. 


I 


Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair. 
Nature  to  form  me  took  delight. 
And  clad  my  body  all  in  white, 
My  perfon  tall,  and  (lender  wai,!:. 
On  either  fide  v/ith  fringes  grac'd ; 
Till  me  that  tyrant  man  efpy'd. 
And  dragg'd  me  from  my  mother's  fiJe  t 
No  wonder  now  I  look  fo  thin ; 
The  tyrant  ftript  m2  to  the  fkin : 
My  Hcin  he  ilay'd,  my  hair  he  cropt ; 
At  head  and  fDOt  my  body  lopt ; 
And  then,  with  heart  more  hard  th.m  lion?. 
He  pick'd  my  marrow  from  the  bone. 
To  vex  me  more,  he  took  a  freak 
To  flit  my  tongue,  and  make  me  fpeak : 
B  It,  that  which  wonderful  appears, 
I  fpeak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears. 
He  oft'  employs  me  in  difguile, 
And  makes  me  tell  a  thoufand  lies : 
To  me  he  chie-ly  gives  in  truil 
To  pleafe  his  malice  or  his  lud : 
From  me  no  fecret  he  can  hide ; 
I  fee  his  vanity  and  pride : 
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And  my  delight  is  to  expofe 
His  follies  to  his  greateft  foes. 

All  languages  I  can  command. 
Yet  not  a  word  I  underfiand. 
Without  my  aid,  the  beil  divine 
In  learning  would  not  know  a  line : 
The  lawyer  mull  forget  his  pleading ; 
The  fcholar  could  not  fhow  his  readings 

Nay,  man  my  mailer  is  my  Have ; 
I  give  comm^and  to  kill  or  fave  ; 
Can  grant  ten  thouiand  pounds  a  year. 
And  make  a  beggar's  brat  a  peer. 

But,  while  I  thus  my  life  relate, 
I  only  haflen  on  my  fate. 
My  tongue  is  black,  my  mouth  is  furr'd, 
I  hardly  now  can  force  a  v/ord. 
I  die  unpitied  and  forgot. 
And  on  fome  dunghill  left  to  rot. 

II.     On  Gold. 

ALL-ruling  tyrant  of  the  earth. 
To  vileil  Haves  I  owe  my  birth. 
How  is  the  greateft  monarch  bleft. 
When  in  my  gaudy  livery  dreft  1 
No  haughty  nymph  has  power  to  run 
From  me,  or  my  embraces  fhun. 
Stabb'd  to  the  heart,  condemn'd  to  flamcj 
My  conftancy  is  ftill  the  fame. 
The  favourite  m.elTenger  of  Jove, 
And  Lemnian  God,  confolting  ftrove 
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To  make  me  glorious  to  the  light 
Of  mortals,  and  the  Gods  delight. 
Soon  would  their  altars'  flame  expire^ 
If  I  refus'd  to  lend  them  fire. 

in. 

BY  fate  exalted  high  in  place, 
Lo,  here  I  fland  with  double  face  ^ 
Superior  none  on  earth  I  find ; 
But  fee  lelon.'j  ?ne  all  mankind. 
Yet,  as  it  oft'  attends  the  greatj 
I  2i\mokJink  with  my  own  <vjeight. 
At  every  motion  undertook. 
The  vulgar  all  confult  my  look. 
I  fometimes  give  advice  in  Kuritingy 
But  never  of  my  own  inditing. 

I  am  a  courtier  in  my  way ; 
For  thofe  who  raised  me,  I  betray  y 
And  fome  give  out,  that  I  entice 
To  lull,  and  luxury,  and  dice ; 
V^Tio  punilhments  on  me  inflicl, 
Becaufe  they  find  their  pockets  pickt. 

By  riding  poji^  I  lofe  my  health; 
And  only  to  get  others  wealth. 

IV.     On  the  Posteriors, 

BECAUSE  I  am  by  nature  kUndy 
I  wifely  chufe  to  walk  behind; 
However,  to  avoid  difgrace, 
1  let  no  creature  fee  my  face, 
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My  ivor^j  zvQ  few,  but  fpoke  with  Jh:je ; 
And  yet  r^y /peaking  gives  offence  : 
Or,  if  to  ^vht/per  I  prefume. 
The  company  will  ily  the  room. 
Cy  all  the  world  I  am  oppreft-. 
And  my  opprejjioji  gives  th-m  rejl-. 

Through  me,  though  fore  againfl  my  will, 
InJ^ruciors  every  art  inftill. 
By  thoufands  I  2.m.Jcld  and  bought. 
Who  neither  get  nor  lofe  a  groat ; 
For  none,  alas !  by  me  can  gain, 
Bat  thofe  Vv'ho  give  Tf\t  great  eft  pain. 
Shall  man  prefume  to  be  my  mailer. 
Who  's  but  my  caterer  and  tajhr  ? 
Yet,  though  I  always  have  my  will> 
1  'm  but  a  meer  depender  ftill ; 
An  humble  hanger  on  at  be  ft. 
Of  whom  all  people  make  ajeji. 

In  me  detrailors  feek  to  find 
Tvv'o  vices  of  a  different  kind : 
I  'm  too  profufe,  fome  cenfurers  cry; 
And  all  I  get,  1  let  it  f,y : 
^V"hlle  others  give  me  m.any  a  curfe, 
Becaufe  too  clofe  I  hold  my  purfe. 
But  this  I  know,  in  either  cafe 
They  dare  not  charge  me  to  xivy  face, 
*Tis  true  indeed,  fometimes  Yja^ce, 
Sometimes  run  out  of  all  1  have; 
But,  when  the  year  is  at  an  end, 
ComputLng  what  I  get  zxid.fpend. 

My 
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My  goingS'Out,  and  comings-iny 
I  cannot  find  I  lofe  or  win ; 
And  therefore  all  that  know  me  fay, 
I  juilly  keep  the  middle  ^vay. 
I  'm  always  by  my  betters  led; 
I  laft  get  up,  and  firft  a-bed\ 
Though,  if  I  riie  before  my  time^ 
The  learn'd  in  fciences  fublime 
Confult  the  flars,  and  thence  foretel 
Good  luck  to  thofs  with  whom  I  dwell, 

V.     On  a  Horn. 

THE  joy  of  m.an,  the  pride  of  brutes, 
Domeftic  fabjeift  for  difputes. 
Of  plenty  thou  the  emblem  fair, 
Adorn'd  by  nymphs  with  all  their  care  I 
I  favv  thee  rais'd  to  high  renown. 
Supporting  half  the  Britilh  crown; 
And  often  have  1  feen  thee  grace 
The  challe  Diana's  infant  face ; 
And  whenfoe'er  you  pleafe  to  fnine^ 
Lefs  ufeful  is  her  light  than  thine : 
Thy  numerous  fingers  know  their  wayj. 
And  oft*  in  Celia's  treffes  play. 

To  place  thee  in  another  view, 
I  '11  Ihew  the  world  llrange  things  and  true;' 
What  lords  and  dames  of  high  degree 
May  juilly  claim  their  birth  from  thee. 
The  foul  of  man  with  fplcen  you  vex ; 
Of  fpleen  you  cure  the  female  fex. 

B  4  Thea 
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Thee  for  a  gift  the  courtier  fends 

With  pleafure  to  his  fpecial  friends  : 

He  gives,  and,  with  a  generous  pride. 

Contrives  all  means  the  gift  to  hide : 

Nor  oft'  can  the  receiver  know. 

Whether  he  has  the  gift  or  no. 

On  airy  wings  you  take  your  flight. 

And  fly  unfeen  both  day  and  night; 

Conceal  your  form  with  various  tricks ; 

And  few  know  how  or  v/here  you  fix: 

Yet  fome,  who  ne'er  beftow'd  thee,  boafl 

That  they  to  others  give  thee  moft. 

Mean  time,  the  wife  a  queilion  ftart. 

If  thou  a  real  being  art ; 

Or  but  a  creature  of  the  brain. 

That  gives  imaginary  pain. 

But  the  fly  giver  better  knows  thee. 

Who  feels  true  joys  when  he  bellows  thee. 

VL     On  a  Corkscrew. 

rr^HOUGH  I,  alas !  a  prifoner  be, 

i       My  triide  is  prifoners  to  fet  free. 
No  flave  his  lord's  commands  obeys 
With  fuch  infenuating  ways. 
My  gzm.yis  pierci7:gijharpf  and  bright. 
Wherein  the  men  of  wit  delight. 
The  clergy  keep  me  for  their  eafe. 
And  tur7i  and  ^ind  me  as  they  pleafe. 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  ftiow 
Of  raifmg  fpirits  from  below; 
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In  fcarlet  fome,  and  fome  in  ivhite ; 
They  rif:/,  walk  round,  yet  never  fright. 
In  at  each  mouth  l\iefpirits  pafs, 
DiiHnflly  feen  as  through  a  glafs; 
O'er  head  and  body  make  a  rout. 
And  drive  at  laft  2i\\/ecrets  out: 
And  ftill,  the  mere  I  fhow  my  art," 
The  more  they  open  e-very  heart. 

A  greater  chemift  none  than  I, 
Who  from  Materials  hard  and  dry 
Have  taught  men  to  extraSi  with  &ill 
More  precious  juice  than  from  a  ftiil. 

Although  I  'm  often  cut  of  cafe, 
I  'm  not  afham'd  to  fhow  my  face. 
Though  at  the  tables  of  the  great 
I  near  the  fide-board  take  my  feat ; 
Yet  the  plain  'fquire,  when  dinner  's  done. 
Is  never  pleas'd  till  I  make  one : 
He  kindly  bids  me  near  him  Hand, 
And  often  takes  me  by  the  hand, 

I  twice  a  day  a  hunting  go. 
Nor  ever  fail  io  feize  my  foe ; 
And,  when  I  have  him  by  the  pole, 
I  drag  him  upwards  from  his  hole-, 
Though  fome  are  of  fo  fiubbDrn  kind, 
I  'm  forc'd  to  leave  a  limb  behind. 

I  hourly  wait  fome  fatal  end; 
For  I  can  hreakj  but  fcorn  to  lend. 
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VII. 
The  GuLPH  of  all  Human  Possessions. 

COME  hither,  and  behold  the  fruits. 
Vain  man !  of  all  thy  vain  purfuits. 
Take  wife  advice,  and  look  behind. 
Bring  all  paji  adlions  to  thy  mLnd. 
Here  you  may  fee,  as  in  a  glafs. 
How  foon  all  human  pleafures  pafs. 
How  will  it  mortify  thy  pride. 
To  turn  the  true  impartial  fide  1 
How  will  your  eyes  contain  their  tears. 
When  all  the  fad  re-ver/e  appears ! 

This  cave  within  its  wom.b  confines 
The  laft  refult  of  all  defigns  : 
Plere  lie  depofited  the  fpoils 
Of  bufy  mortals'  endlefs  toils : 
Here,  with  an  eafy  fearch,  we  find 
They2/^/  corruptions  of  mankind. 
The  wretched  purchafe  here  behold 
Of  traitors  who  their  country  fold. 

This  gulph  infatiable  imbibes 
The  lawyer's  fees,  t!ie  flatefman's  bribes. 
Here,  in  their  proper  Ihape  and  mien. 
Fraud,  perjury,  and  guilt,  are  feen. 

Neceiiity,  the  tyrant's  law. 
All  human  race  muil  hither  draw ; 
All  prompted  by  the  fime  dejlrey 
The  vigorous  youth,  and  aged  fire. 

Behold, 
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Behold,  the  coward  and  the  brave. 
The  haughty  prince,  the  humble  Have, 
Phyfician,  lawyer,  and  divine. 
All  make  oblations  at  this  fhrine. 
Some  enter  boldly,  fome  by  Health, 
And  leave  behind  their  fruitlefs  wealth. 
For  while  the  bafhful  fylvan  maid. 
As  half  afham'd,  and  half  afraid. 
Approaching  finds  it  hard  to  part 
With  that  which  dwelt  fo  near  her  hecrt ; 
The  courtly  dame,  unmov'd  by  fear, 
Profufely  pours  her  offerings  here. 

A  treafure  here  oi  learning  larks. 
Huge  heaps  of  never-dying  v/orks ; 
Labours  of  many  an  ancient  fage. 
And  millions  of  the  prefent  age. 

In  at  this  gulph  all  offerings  pafs. 
And  lie  an  undiiHnguilh'd  mafs. 
Deucalion,  to  reftore  mankind. 
Was  bid  to  throw  the  Hones  behind'. 
So  thofe  who  here  their  gifts  conveys 
Are  forc'd  to  look  another  •tuay ; 
For  few,  a  chofen  few,  muil  know 
'I'he  myfleries  that  lie  below. 

Sad  charnel-houfe !  a  difmal  dome. 
For  which  all  mortals  leave  their  home  ] 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  and  brave. 
Here  bury'd  in  one  common  grave ! 
Where  each  fupply  of  dead  renev/s 
Unwholefome  dcvnpSi  offe^ijlue  de-vjs; 

And 
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And  lo !  the  'writing  on  the  nfjalls 
Points  out  where  each  new  ^viciim  falls ; 
TheyW  of<voorms  and  beads  obrcene. 
Who  round  the  vault  luxuriant  reign. 

See  where  thofe  mangled  corpfes  lie, 
Condemn'd  by  female  hands  to  die  1 
A  comely  dame,  once  clad  in  white. 
Lies  there  confign'd  to  endlefs  night; 
By  cruel  hands  her  blood  was  fpilt. 
And  yet  her  iveahh  was  all  her  guilt. 

And  here  fix  virgins  in  a  tomb. 
All-beauteous  offspring  of  one  womb. 
Oft'  in  the  train  of  Venus  fsen. 
As  fair  and  lovely  as  their  queen : 
In  royal  garments  each  was  dreft. 
Each  with  a  gold  and  purple  veil : 
I  faw  them  of  their  garments  ftript; 
Their  throats  were  cut,  their  belHes  ript ; 
Twice  v/ere  they  bury'd,  twice  were  born, 
Tnvice  from  their  fepulchres  were  torn ; 
But  now  difmember'd  here  are  caft. 
And  find  a  refting-place  at  laft. 

Here  oft'  the  curious  traveller  finds 
The  combat  of  oppcjtng  n,vinds ; 
And  feeks  to  learn  the  fecret  caufe. 
Which  alien  feems  from  nature's  laws. 
Why  at  this  cavers  tremendous  7ncuth 
He  feels  at  once  both  north  ciud/cuth; 
Whether  the  winds,  in  caverns  pent, 
Through  c/tfts  oppugnant  force  a  A-ent  j 
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Or  whether,  opening  all  his  ftores. 
Fierce  ^^olas  in  tempeft  roars. 

Yet,  from  this  mingled  ma/s  of  things. 
In  time  a  new  creation  fprlngs. 
Thefe  crude  materials  once  ihall  rife 
To  fill  the  earth,  and  air,  and  fides ; 
In  various  forms  appear  again. 
Of  vegetables,  brutes,  and  men. 
So  Jove  pronounc'd  among  the  gods, 
Olympus  trembling  as  he  nods. 

VIII. 
LOUISA*     to     STREPHON. 

AH  1  Strephon,  how  can  you  defpife 
Her  who  without  thy  pity  dies  ? 
To  Strephon  I  have  ftill  been  true. 
And  of  as  noble  blood  as  you ; 
Fair  iflue  of  the  genial  bed, 
A  vii-gin  in  thy  bofom  bred ; 
Embrac'd  thee  clofer  than  a  wife ; 
When  thee  I  leave,  I  leave  my  life. 
Why  Ihould  my  fhepherd  take  amifs. 
That  oft'  I  wake  thee  with  a  kifs  ? 
Yet  you  of  every  kifs  complain; 
Ah !  is  not  love  a  plealing  pain  ? 
A  pain  which  every  happy  night 
You  cure  with  eafe  and  with  delight ; 


♦  This  Riddle  is  folved  by  an  Anagram. 


With 


J4  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

With  pleafure,  as  the  poet  fmgs,  , 

Too  great  for  mortals  lefs  than  kings, 

Chloe,  when  on  thy  bread  I  lie, 
Obferves  me  with  revengeful  eye : 
If  Chloe  o'er  thy  heart  prevails. 
She  '11  tear  me  with  her  defperate  nails. 
And  with  relentlefs  hands  deftroy 
The  tender  pledges  of  cur  joy. 
Nor  have  I  bred  ?.  fpurious  race ; 
They  ail  were  born  from  thy  embracs. 

Confider,  Strephon,  what  you  do; 
For,  fnould  I  die  for  love  of  you, 
I  *il  haunt  thy  dreams,  a  bloodlefs  ghoU ; 
And  all  my  kin  (a  numerous  hoft. 
Who  down  dire^fl  our  lineage  bring 
From  viftors  o'er  the  Memphian  king ; 
Renown'd  in  ficges  and  campaigns. 
Who  never  Hed  the  bloody  plains. 
Who  in  tempefluous  feas  can  fport. 
And  fcorn  the  pleafures  of  a  court. 
From  whom  great  Sylla  found  his  doom. 
Who  fcourg'd  to  death  that  fcourge  of  Rome) 
Shall  on  thee  take  a  vengeance  dire ; 
Thou,  like  Alcides,  (halt  expire. 
When  his  envenom'd  iliirt  he  wore. 
And  fjcin  and  flelh  in  pieces  tore. 
Nor  lefs  that  fhirt,  my  rival's  gift. 
Cut  from  the  piece  that  made  her  (hift. 
Shall  in  thy  deared  blood  be  dy'd. 
And  make  thee  tear  thy  tainted  hide. 

IX.  DE- 
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DEPRIV'D  of  root,  and  branch,  and  rind. 
Yet  flowers  I  bear  of  every  kind ; 
And  fuch  is  my  prolific  power. 
They  bloom  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour ; 
Yet  ftanderS'by  may  plainly  fee 
They  get  no  nourlfhment  from  me. 
My  head  with  giddinefs  goes  round. 
And  yet  I  firmly  ftand  my  ground : 
All  over  naked  I  am  feen. 
And  painted  like  an  Indian  queen. 
No  couple-beggar  in  the  land 
E-'er  join'd  fuch  numbers  hand  in  hand ; 
I  join  them  fairly  with  a  ring ; 
Nor  can  our  parfon  blame  the  thing : 
And,  though  no  marriage  words  are  fpoke> 
They  part  not  till  the  ring  is  broke ; 
Yet  hypocrite  fanaticks  cry, 
I  'm  but  an  idol  rais'd  on  high : 
And  once  a  weaver  in  our  town, 
A  damn'd  Cromwellian,  knock'd  me  downj 
I  lay  a  prifoner  twenty  years. 
And  then  the  jovial  cavaliers 
To  their  old  poll  reftor'd  all  three, 
I  mean  the  church,  the  kin  15,  and  me. 


X.  On 
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X.     On  the  Moon. 

I  WITH  borrow'd  filver  fhine. 
What  you  fee  is  none  of  mine. 
Firfr  I  fhew  you  but  a  quarter. 
Like  the  bow  that  guards  the  Tartar ; 
Then  the  half,  and  then  the  whole. 
Ever  dancing  round  the  pole. 
And  what  will  raife  your  admiration, 
I  am  not  one  of  God's  creation. 
But  fprung  (and  I  this  truth  maintain) 
Like  Pallas  from  my  father's  brain. 
And,  after  all,  I  chiefly  owe 
My  beauty  to  the  ihades  below. 
Mofl  wondrous  forms  you  fee  me  wear, 
A  man,  a  woman,  lion,  bear, 
A  fifh,  a  fowl,  a  cloud,  a  field. 
All  figures  heaven  or  earth  can  yield; 
Like  Daphne  fometimes  in  a  tree : 
Yet  am  not  one  of  all  you  fee. 

XL     On  a  Circle. 

I'M  up  and  down,  and  round  about. 
Yet  all  the  wc  rid  can't  find  me  out ; 
Though  hundreds  have  employ'd  their  leifure, 
They  never  yet  could  find  my  meafure. 
I  'm  found  almoft  in  every  garden. 
Nay  in  the  compafs  cf  a  farthing. 
There  's  neither  chariot,  coach,  nor  mill. 
Can  move  an  inch,  except  I  will. 

XIL  On 
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XIL   On  Ink. 

I   AM  jet  black,  as  you  may  fee. 
The  fon  of  pitch,  and  gloomy  night : 
Yet  all  that  know  me  will  agree, 

1  'm  dead  except  I  live  in  light. 
Sometimes  in  panegyrick  high. 
Like  lofty  Pindar,  I  can  foar  •; 
And  raife  a  virgin  to  the  fky. 
Or  fink  her  to  a  pocky  whore. 

My  blood  this  day  is  very  fweet. 

To-morrow  of  a  bitter  juice  ; 
Like  milk,  'tis  cry'd  about  the  ftreet. 

And  (o  apply'd  to  different  ufe. 

Moft  wondrous  is  my  magic  power  : 

For  with  one  colour  I  can  paint ; 
I  '11  make  the  devil  a  faint  this  hour. 

Next  make  a  devil  of  a  faint. 
Through  dillant  regions  I  can  fly. 

Provide  me  but  with  paper  wings ; 
And  fairly  fhew  a  reafon,  why 

There  Ihould  be  quarrels  among  king^\ 

And,  after  all,  you  '11  think  it  odd. 

When  learned  dodlors  will  difpufc. 
That  I  fhould  point  tlie  word  of  God, 

And  fliew  where  they  can  beft  confute. 
Let  lawyers  bav/l  and  flrain  their  throats : 

'Tis  I  that  muft  the  lands  convey. 
And  ftrip  the  clients  to  their  coats. 

Nay,  give  their  very  fouls  away. 
VoL.'XLUL  C  *  XIU.   On 
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XIII.     On  the  Five  Senses. 

ALL  of  U3  in  one  you  '11  find. 
Brethren  of  a  wondrous  kind ; 
Yet  among  us  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  tittle  of  the  other. 
We  in  frequent  councils  are. 
And  our  marks  of  things  declare. 
Where,  to  us  unknown,  a  clerk 
Sits,  and  takes  them  in  the  dark. 
He  's  the  regiiler  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  fmall ; 
By  us  forms  his  laws  and  rules : 
He's  our  mafler,  we  his  tools ; 
Yet  we  can  with  greateH:  eafe 
Turn  and  wind  him  where  we  pieafe. 

One  of  us  alone  can  fleep. 
Yet  no  watch  the  reft  will  keep. 
But  the  moment  that  he  clofes. 
Every  brother  elfe  repofes. 

If  wine  's  bought,  or  victuals  dreil. 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  reft. 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  fteel. 
One  for  all  of  us  will  feel. 

Though  ten  thoufand  cannons  roar. 
Add  to  them  ten  thoufand  more. 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  found 
Who  regards  the  dreadful  found. 

Do  what  is  not  fit  to  tell. 
There  's  but  one  of  us  can  fmell. 

XIV.  FON- 
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xrv. 

FONTINELLA    TO    FLORINDA. 

WHEN  on  my  bofom  thy  bright  eyes, 
Florinda,  dart  their  heavenly  beams, 
I  feel  not  the  leaft  love-furprize. 

Yet  endlefs  tears  flow  dov^^n  in  ftreams; 
There  's  nought  fo  beautiful  in  thee. 
But  you  may  find  the  fame  in  me. 

The  lilies  of  thy  fkin  compare ; 

In  me  you  fee  them  full  as  wliite. 
The  rofes  of  your  cheeks,  I  dare 

Afnrm,  can't  oflow  to  more  deh>ht* 
Then,  fmce  I  fhew  as  fine  a  face. 
Can  you  refufe  a  foft  embrace  ? 

Ah  !  lovely  nymph,  thou  'rt  in  thy  prime  ! 

And  fo  am  I  whilll  thou  art  here  3 
Eat  foon  will  come  the  fatal  time. 

When  all  we  fee  fhall  difappear. 
'Tis  mine  to  make  a  juli  reflexion. 
And  yours  to  follow  my  direftion. 

Then  catch  admirers  while  you  may ; 

Treat  not  your  lovers  with  dlfdain ; 
For  time  with  beauty  flies  away. 

And  there  is  no  return  again. 
To  you  the  fad  account  I  bring. 
Life's  autumn  has  no  fecond  fpring. 

C  2  XV,  On 
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XV.     On  an  Echo. 
EVER  ileeping,  ftill  awake. 


Pleafmg  moft  when  mofc  I  fpeak ; 
The  delight  of  old  and  young. 
Though  I  fpeak  without  a  tongue. 
Nought  but  one  thing  can  confound  me. 
Many  voices  joining  round  me  ; 
Then  I  fret,  and  rave,  and  gabble. 
Like  the  labourers  of  Babel. 
Now  I  am  a  dog,  or  cow  ; 
I  can  bark,  or  I  can  low  ; 
I  can  bleat,  or  I  can  fmg 
Like  the  warblers  of  the  fpring. 
Let  the  love-fick  bard  complain. 
And  I  mourn  the  cruel  pain ; 
Let  the  happy  fwain  rejoice. 
And  I  join  my  helping  voice  ; 
Both  are  welcome,  grief  or  joy, 
I  with  either  fport  and  toy. 
Though  a  lady,  I  am  flout. 
Drums  and  trumpets  bring  me  out: 
Then  I  clafh,  and  roar,  and  rattle, 
join  in  all  the  din  of  battle. 
Jove,  with  all  his  loudeft  thunder. 
When  I  'm  vext,  can't  keep  me  under ; 
Yet  fo  tender  is  my  ear. 
That  the  lowell  voice  I  fear. 
Much  I  dread  the  courtier's  fate. 
When  his  merit  's  out  of  date ; 
For  I  hate  a  filent  breath. 
And  a  whifper  h  rny  death.  XVL  Or^ 
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XVI.     On  a  Shadow  in   a  GtAss. 

BY  fomething  form'd,  I  nothing  am. 
Yet  every  thing  that  you  can  name 
In  no  place  have  I  ever  been. 
Yet  every  where  I  may  be  feen  ; 
In  all  things  falfe,  yet  always  true, 
I  'm  flill  the  fame — but  ever  new. 
Lifelefs,  life's  perfeft  form  I  wear. 
Can  fhew  a  nofe,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear. 
Yet  neither  fmell,  fee,  tafte,  or  hear. 
All  fhapes  and  features  I  can  boaft. 
No  flefh,  no  bones,  no  blood — no  gho.H: ; 
All  colours,  without  paint,  put  on. 
And  change  like  the  cameleon. 
Swiftly  I  come,  and  enter  there. 
Where  not  a  chink  lets  in  the  air-; 
Like  thouglit,  I  'm  in  a  moment  gone*. 
Nor  can  I  ever  be  alone ; 
All  things  on  earth  I  imitate, 
Failer  than-  nature  can  create  ; 
Sometimes  imperial  robes  I  wear, . 
Anon  in  beggar's  rags  appear  ; 
A  giant  nov/,  and  ftrait  an  elf, 
I  'm  every  one,  but  ne'er  myfelf  ; 
Ne'er  fad  I  mourn,  ne'er  glad  rejoice  ; 
I  move  my  lips,  but  want  a  voice  ; 
I  ne'er  was  born,  nor  e'er  can  die ; 
Then  pry  thee  tell  me  what  am  I.. 

c  S:.  :^vii.  Mosr 
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XVII. 

MOST  things  by  me  do  rife  and  fall, 
And  as  I  pleafe  they  're  great  and  fmall ; 
Invading  foes,  without  rcilftance. 
With  eafe  I  make  to  keep  their  diftance  j 
Again,  as  I  'm  difpGs'd,  the  foe 
Will  come,  though  not  a  foot  they  go. 
Both  mountains,  woods,  and  hills,  and  rocks. 
And  gaming  goats,  and  fleecy  flocks. 
And  lowing  herds,  and  piping  fwains. 
Come  dancing  to  me  o'er  the  plains. 
The  greatefl:  whale  that  fwims  the  fea 
Does  inflantly  my  power  obey. 
In  vain  from  me  the  failor  flies  ; 
The  quickefl;  fliip  I  can  furprize. 
And  turn  it  as  I  have  a  mind, 
A>.nd  m.ove  it  againft  tide  and  wind. 
Nay,  bring  me  here  the  talleil:  man, 
I  '11  fqueeze  him  to  a  little  fpan ; 
Or  bring  a  tender  child  and  pliant. 
You  '11  fee  me  Itretch  him  to  a  giant; 
Nor  fhall  they  in  the  leaft  complain, 
Becaufe  my  magick  gives  no  pain. 

XVIII.     On  Time. 

EVER  eating,  never  cloying. 
All  devouring,  all  deilroying. 
Never  finding  full  repaft, 
Till  I  eat  the  world  at  laft, 

XIX.  On 
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XIX.     On  the  Gallows. 

THERE  is  a  gate,  we  know  full  well. 
That  ftands  'twlxt  heaven,  and  earth,  and  hell. 
Where  many  for  a  pafTage  venture. 
Yet  very  few  are  fond  to  enter ; 
Although  'tis  open  night  and  day. 
They  for  that  reafon  fhun  this  way  : 
Both  dukes  and  lords  abhor  its  wood. 
They  can't  come  near  it  for  their  blood. 
What  other  way  they  take  to  go. 
Another  time  I  '11  let  you  know. 
Yet  commoners  with  greatefc  eafe 
Can  fmd  an  entrance  when  they  pleafe. 
The  poorefl  hither  march  in  flate 
(Or  they  can  never  pafs  the  gate). 
Like  Roman  Generals  triumphant. 
And  then  they  take  a  turn  and  jump  on  't. 
If  gravefl  parfons  here  advance. 
They  cannot  pafs  before  they  dance ; 
There  's  not  a  foul  that  does  reibrt  here. 
But  ftrips  himfelf  to  pay  the  porter. 

XX.     On  the  Vowels. 

WE  are  little  airy  creatures, 
All  of  different  voice  and  features : 
One  of  us  in  glafs  is  fet. 
One  of  us  you  '11  find  in  jet, 
T'  other  you  may  fee  in  tin. 
And  the  fourth  a  box  within  ; 
If  the  hfth  you  fhould  purfue. 
It  can  never  fly  from  you. 

'  C  4  XXI.  Or 
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XXI.     On  Snow. 

FROM  heaven  I  fall,  though  from  earth  I  begin  r 
No  lady  alive  can  fhew  fuch  a  fkin. 
I  'm  bright  as  an  angel,  and  light  as  a  feather ; 
But  heavy  and  dark,  when  you  fqueeze  me  together.. 
Though  candour  and  truth  in  my  afpeft  I  bear. 
Yet  many  poor  creatures  I  help  to  enfnare. 
Thoiigh  fo  much  of  Heaven  appears  in  my  make. 
The  foulefi  impreifions  I  eafily  take. 
My  parent  and  I  produce  one  another. 
The  mother  the  daughter,  the  daughter  the  mother. 

XXII.     On  a  Cannon. 

E  GOTTEN,  and  born,  and  dying  with  noife. 
The  terror  of  women,  and  pleafure  of  bovi. 
Like  the  fiftion  of  poets  concerning  the  wind, 
I  ^m  chieny  unruly  when  firongeft  confin'd. 
For  filver  and  gold  I  don't  trouble  my  head, 
Eut  ail  I  dehght  in  is  pieces  of  lead ; 
Except  when  I  trade  with  a  fnip  or  a  town. 
Why  then  I  make  pieces  of  iron  go  down. 
One  property  more  I  would  liave  you  remark^ 
No  lady  was  ever  more  fond  of  a  fpark  ; 
The  moment  I  get  one,  my  foul  's  all  a-£rc. 
And  I  roar  out  my  joy,  and  in  tranfport  expii-e. 

XXm.  On 
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XXIII.     On  a  Pair  of  Dice. 
E  are  little  brethren  twain. 


Arbiters  of  lofs  and  gain ; 
Many  to  our  counters  run. 
Some  are  made,  and  feme  undone  : 
But  m.en  find  it  to  their  coft. 
Few  are  made,  but  numbers  loH:. 
Though  we  play  them  tricks  for  ever. 
Yet  they  always  hope  our  favour. 

XXIV.     On  a  Candle. 
TO    LAD  Y    C  ARTERE  T. 

OF  all  inhabitants  on  earth. 
To  Man  alone  I  owe  my  birth ; 
And  yet  the  Cow,  the  Sheep,  the  Bee, 
Are  all  my  parents  more  than  he. 
I,  a  virtue  ftrange  and  rare. 
Make  the  faireft  look  more  fair  ; 
And  myfelf,  which  yet  is  rarer. 
Growing  old,  grow  ftill  the  fairer. 
Like  fots,  alone  I  'm  dull  enough. 
When  dos'd  with  fmoak,  and  fmear'd  wim  fnufF ; 
But,  in  the  midfl  of  mirth  and  wine, 
I  with  double  luftre  fhine. 
Emblem  of  the  Fair  am  I, 
Polifli'd  neck,  and  radiant  eye  ; 
In  my  eye  my  greateft  grace. 
Emblem  of  the  Cyclops*  race  ; 
Metals  I  hke  them  fubdue. 
Slave  like  them  to  Vulcan  too. 

Emblem 
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Emblem  of  a  monarch  old. 
Wife,  and  glorious  to  behold ; 
Wailed  he  appears,  and  pale. 
Watching  for  the  public  weal  : 
Emblem  of  the  bafhful  dame. 
That  in  fecret  feeds  her  flame. 
Often  aiding  to  impart 
All  the  fecrets  of  her  heart. 
Various  is  my  bulk  and  hue ; 
Big  like  Befs,  and  fmall  like  Sue ; 
Now  brown  and  burnifh'd  as  a  nut. 
At  other  times  a  very  flut ; 
Often  fair,  and  foft,  and  tender. 
Taper,  tall,  and  fmooth,  and  llender; 
Like  Flora  deck'd  with  various  flowers 
Like  Phoebus,  guardian  of  the  hours : 
But,  whatever  be  my  drefs. 
Greater  be  my  flze  or  lefs. 
Swelling  be  my  fliape  or  fmaD, 
Like  thyfelf  I  fliine  in  all. 
Clouded  if  my  face  is  feen. 
My  complexion  wan  and  green. 
Languid  like  a  love-flck  maid. 
Steel  affords  me  prefent  aid. 
Soon  or  late,  my  date  is  done. 
As  my  thread  of  life  is  fpun ; 
Yet  to  cut  the  fatal  thread 
Cft'  revives  my  drooping  head: 
Yet  I  perifli  in  my  prime. 
Seldom  by  tlie  death  of  time ; 
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Die  like  lovers  as  they  gaze. 

Die  for  thofe  I  live  to  pleafe  ; 

Pine  unpitied  to  my  urn, 

Nor  warm  the  fair  for  whom  I  burn ; 

Unpitied,  unlamented  too. 

Die  like  all  that  look  on  you. 

XXV.    TO   LADY    CARTERET. 

BY      DR.      DELANY. 

IRE  ACH  all  things  near  me,  and  far  off  to  boot. 
Without  ilretching  a  finger,  or  ftii  ring  a  foot ; 
I  take  them  all  in  too,  to  add  to  your  wonder. 
Though  many  and  various,  and  large  and  afunder. 
Without  joining  cr  crowding  they  pafs  fide  by  fide. 
Through  a  wonderful  wicket,  not  half  an  inch  wide  : 
Then  I  lodge  them  at  eafe  in  a  very  large  ftore. 
Of  no  breadth  or  length,  with  a  thoufand  things  more 
All  this  I  can  do  without  witchcraft  or  charm ; 
Though  fometimes,  they  fay,  I  bewitch  and  do  harm. 
Though  cold,  I  inflame  ;    and  though  quiet,  invade ; 
And  nothing  can  fhield  from  my  fpell  but  a  ihade. 
A  thief  that  has  robb'd  you,  or  done  you  difgrace. 
In  magical  mirrour  I  '11  (hew  you  his  face  : 
Nay,  if  you  '11  believe  what  the  poets  have  faid. 
They  '11  tell  you  I  kill,  and  can  call  back  the  dead. 
Like  conjurers  fafe  in  my  circle  I  dwell ; 
I  love  to  look  black  too,  it  heightens  my  fpell. 
Though  my  magick  is  mighty  in  every  hue. 
Who  fee  all  my  power  muH  fee  it  in  You. 

Answered 
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Answered   by  Dr.  Swift. 

WITH  half  an  eye  your  riddle  I  fpy. 

I  obferve  your  wicket  hemm'd  in  by  a  thicket, 

And  whatever  paifes  is  ftrained  through  glaffes. 

You  fay  it  is  quiet  :  I  flatly  deny  it. 

It  wanders  about,  without  ftirring  out ; 

No  paflion  fo  weak  but  gives  it  a  tweak  ; 

Love,  joy,  and  devotion,  fet  it  always  in  motion. 

And  as  for  the  tragic  effedls  of  its  magick. 

Which  you  fay  it  can  kill  or  revive  at  its  will. 

The  dead  are  all  found,  and  revive  above  ground. 

After  all  you  have  writ,  it  cannot  be  wit ; 

Which  plainly  does  follow,  fmce  it  files  from  Apollo* 

Its  cowardice  fuch,  it  cries  at  a  touch : 

'Tis  a  pcrfecl  milkfop,  grows  drunk  with  a  drop. 

Another  great  fault,  it  cannot  bear  fal: : 

And  a  hair  can  difarm  it  of  every  charm. 

A        RECEIPT 
To   RESTOPvE    STELLA'S    Youth.     1724--: 

THE  Scottish  hinds,  toopoor  to  houfe 
In  frofty  nights  their  flarving  cows. 
While  not  a  blade  of  grafs  or  hay 
Appears  from  Michaelmal  to  May, 
Muft  let  their  cattle  range  in  vain 
For  food  along  the  barren  plain. 
Meagre  and  lank  with  fafling  growTi, 


And  nothing  left  but  fdn  and  bono ; 
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Expos'd  to  want,  and  wind,  and  weather. 
They  juft  keep  life  and  foul  together. 
Till  fummer-fhowers  iind  evening's  dew 
Again  the  verdant  glebe  renew  ; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rife. 
The  famiih'd  cow  her  want  fupplies  : 
Without  an  ounce  of  laft  year's  fleih, 
Whate'er  ihe  gains  is  young  and  freih  ; 
Grows  plump  and  round,  and  full  of  mettle. 
As  rifmg  from  Medea's  kettle. 
With  youth  and  beauty  to  inchant 
Europa's  counterfeit  gallant. 

Why,  SteLa,  fnould  you  knit  your  brow? 
If  I  compare  you  to  the  cow  ? 
'Tis  juft  the  cafe  ;  for  you  have  failed 
So  long,  till  all  your  flefh  is  wafted. 
And  muft  againft  the  warmer  days 
Be  fent  to  Quilca  down  to  graze  ; 
Where  mirth,  and  exercifs,  and  air. 
Will  foon  your  appetite  repair  : 
The  nutriment  will  from  within, 
Pvound  all  your  body,  plump  your  ikin  ; 
Will  agitate  the  lazy  flood. 
And  fill  your  veins  with  fprightly  blood : 
Nor  flefti  nor  blood  will  be  the  fame. 
Nor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name ; 
For  what  was  ever  underftood. 
By  human  kind,  but  flefh  and  blood  '^ 
And  if  your  flefh  and  blood  be  new. 
You  '11  be  no  more  the  former  jow  ; 

But 
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But  for  a  blooming  nymph  will  pafs, 
Juft  fifteen,  coming  fummer's  grafs. 
Your  jetty  locks  with  garlands  crown'd: 
While  ail  the  Tquires  for  nine  miles  round. 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  curs. 
With  jocky  boots  and  filver  fpurs. 
No  lefs  than  juilices  o'quoriimy 
Their  cow-boy^  bearing  cloaks  before  'em. 
Shall  leave  deciding  broken  pates. 
To  kifs  your  ileps  at  Quilca  gates. 
But,  left  you  fiiould  my  fkill  difgrace. 
Come  back  before  you  're  out  of  cafe : 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  you  Hay, 
The  new-born  flelh  will  melt  away ; 
The  'fquire  in  fcorn  will  fly  the  hcufe 
For  better  game,  and  look  for  groufe ; 
But  here,  before  the  frofl  can  mar  it. 
We  '11  make  it  firm  with  beef  and  claret. 


STELLA'S    BIRTK-DAY.      1724-5. 

AS,  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays, 
We  fay,  (he's  paft  her  dancing-days  j 
So  poets  lofe  their  feet  by  time. 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  rather  chofe 
To  celebrate  your  birth  in  profe : 
Yet  merry  folks,    who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country-dance, 

CaH 
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Call  the  old  houfe-keeper,  and  get  her 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better : 
While  Sheridan  is  off  the  hooks. 
And  friend  Delany  at  his  books. 
That  Stella  may  avoid  difgrace. 
Once  more  the  Dean  fupplies  their  place. 

Beauty  and  wit,  too  fad  a  truth  1 
Have  always  been  confin'd  to  youth ; 
The  god  of  wit,  and  beauty's  queen. 
He  twenty-one,  and  fhe  fifteen. 
No  poet  ever  fweetly  fang, 
Unlefs  he  were,  like  Phoebus,  young  ; 
Nor  ever  nymph  infpir'd  to  rhyme, 
Unlefs,  like  Venus,  in  her  prime. 
At  fifty-fix,  if  this  be  true. 
Am  1  a  poet  fit  for  you  ? 
Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three. 
Are  you  a  fubje^  fit  for  me  ? 
Adieu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes  I 
You  mull  be  grave,  and  I  be  wife. 
Our  fate  in  vain  we  would  oppofe  : 
But  I  '11  be  ftill  your  friend  in  profe  : 
Eileem  and  friendihip  to  exprefs. 
Will  not  require  poetic  drefs ; 
And,  if  the  Mufe  deny  her  aid 
To  have  them/ung,  they  may  ht/aid. 

But,  Stella,  fay,  what  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  are  no  longer  young  j 
That  Time  fits,  with  his  fcythe,  to  mow 
Where  erii  fat  Cupid  with  his  bow ; 

That 
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That  half  your  locks  are  turn'd  to  grey  ? 
I  '11  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  fay. 
'Tis  true,  but  let  it  not  be  known. 
My  eyes  are  fomeuhat  dimmilh  grown: 
For  nature,  always  in  the  right. 
To  your  decays  adapts  my  fight  ; 
And  v/rinkles  undiilinguiPa'd  pafs. 
For  I  'm  afham'd  to  ufe  a  glafs ; 
And  till  I  fee  them  with  thefe  eyes. 
Whoever  fays  you  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
Honour  and  virtue,  fenfe  and  wit  : 
Thus  you  may  ftill  be  young  to  me. 
While  I  can  better  hear  thany^t?. 
♦Oh,  ne'er  may  Fortune  fhew  her  fpight. 
To  make  me  eieafy  and  mend  my  7%/^/  / 

AN      EPIGRAM 
ON     WOOD'S     BRASS     MONEY. 

CARTERET  was  welcom'd  to  the  fhore 
Firll  with  the  brazen  cannons  roar  ; 
To  meet  him  next  the  foldier  comes. 
With  brazen  trumps  and  brazen  drums  ; 
Approaching  near  the  town  he  hears 
The  brazen  bells  falute  his  ears : 
But,  when  Wood's  brafs  began  to  found. 
Guns,  trumpets,  drums,  and  bells,  were  drown'd, 

A    SIMILfi, 
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ON     OUR     WANT     OF     SILVER: 

And  the   only   Way    to    remedy    it.       172^* 

AS  when  of  old  ibme  forcerefs  threw 
O'er  the  moon's  face  a  fable  hue. 
To  drive  unfeen  her  magic  chair. 
At  midnight,  through  the  darken'd  air  ; 
Wife  people,  who  believ'd  with  reafon 
That  this  ezVipfz  was  out  of  feafon, 
Attirni'd  th^  moon  was  fick,  and  fell 
'i  0  cure  her  by  a  counter-fpell. 
Ten  thoufand  cymbals  now  begin 
To  rend  the  ikies  with  brazen  din  ; 
The  cymbals'  rattling  founds  difpel 
The  cloud,  and  drive  the  hag  to  hell. 
The  moon,  deliver'd  from  her  pain, 
Difplays  her ^Iver  face  again 
(Note  here,  that  in  the  chemic  Hylc, 
The  moon  is  Jllver  all  this  while). 

So  (if  my  fimile  you  minded, 
Which  I  confefs  is  too  long-winded) 
When  late  a  femmine  magician*, 
Join'd  with  a  brazen  politician, 
Kxpos'd,  to  blind  the  nation's  eyes, 
A  parchmentf  of  prodigious  fize  ; 

*   A  great  lady  was  faid  to  have  been  bribed  by  Wood. 
f  The  patent  for  coining  half-pence. 

Vol.  XLIII,  D  Conceal'd 
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ConceaPd  behind  that  ample  fcreen. 

There  was  no  filver  to  be  feen. 

But  to  this  parchment  let  the  Drapier 

Oppofe  his  counter-charm  of  paper. 

And  ring  Wood's  copper  in  our  ears 

So  loud  till  all  the  nation  hears  ; 

That  found  will  make  the  parchment  flirivel:, 

And  drive  the  conjurers  to  the  devil  : 

And,  when  the  fky  is  grown  ferene, 

Our  filver  will  appear  again. 


WOOD     AN    INSECT.     1725. 

By  long  obfervation  I  have  underllocd. 
That  two  little  vermin  are  kin  to  Will  Wood. 
The  firft  is  an  infeft  they  call  a  ivoo^-louCe, 
That  folds  up  itfelf  in  itfelf  for  a  houfe. 
As  round  as  a  ball,  without  head,  without  tail, 
Inclcs'd  cap-a-pe  in  a  ftrong  coat  of  maU. 
And  thus  William  Wood  to  my  fancy  appears 
In  fillets  of  brafs  roll'd  up  to  his  ears  : 
And  over  thefe  fillets  he  v/ifely  has  thrown. 
To  keep  out  of  danger,  a  doublet  of  flone*. 
The  loufe  of  the  nvood  for  a  med'cineis  us'd. 
Or  fwallow'd  alive,  or  Ikilfully  bruis'd. 
And,  let  but  our  mother  Hibernia  contrive 
To  fwallow  Will  Wood  either  bruis'd  or  alive, 

*  He  was  in  gaol  for  debt. 

She 
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She  need  be  no  more  with  the  jaundice  pofleil. 

Or  fick  of  obJlruStionSy  and  pains  in  her  chej}. 
The  next  is  an  infedl  we  call  a  'vcood-woxm.y 
That  lies  in  old  nxjood  like  a  hare  in  her  form ; 
With  teeth  or  with  claws  it  will  bite  or  will  fcratch  ; 
And  chambermaids  chriften  this  worm  a  dead-watch, 
Becaufe  like  a  watch  it  always  cries  click  : 
Then  woe  be  to  thofe  in  the  houfe  who  are  iick  ; 
For,  as  fure  as  a  gun,  they  will  give  up  the  ghcft. 
If  the  m.aggot  cries  click  when  it  fcratches  the  pcfl. 
But  a  kettle  of  fcalding  hot  water  injefted 
Infallibly  cures  the  timber  afFeded  : 
The  omen  is  broken,  the  danger  is  over  ; 
The  maggot  will  die,  and  the  Tick  will  recover. 
Such  a  worm  was  Will  Wood,  v/hen  he  fcratch'd  at  the 

door 
Of  a  governing  ftatefman  or  favourite  whore : 
The  death  of  our  nation  he  feem'd  to  foretell. 
And  the  found  of  his  brafs  v/e  took  for  our  knell. 
But  now,  fmce  the  Drapier  hath  heartily  maul'd  him, 
I  think  the  bell  thing  we  can  do  is  to  to  fcald  him. 
For  which  operation  there  's  nothing  more  proper 
Than  the  liquor  he  deals  in,  his  own  melted  copper ; 
Unlefs,  like  the  Dutch,  you  rather  would  boil 
This  coiner  of  r^ps*  in  a  cauldron  cf  oil. 
Then  chufe  v/hich  you  pleafe,  and  let  each  bring  a  faggot. 
For  our  fear  's  at  an  end  with  the  death  of  the  maggot* 

*  Counterfeit  half-pence. 

D  2  ON 


36  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

On  wood  the  Iron-monger.     1725. 

SAL  M  ONE  US,  as  the  Grecian  tale  is. 
Was  a  mad  copper-fmith  of  Elis ; 
Up  at  his  forge  by  morning-peep. 
No  creature  in  the  lane  could  fleep  ; 
Among  a  crew  of  royftering  fellows 
Would  fit  whole  evenings  at  the  alehoufe  : 
His  wife  and  children  wanted  bread, 
W^hile  he  went  always  drunk  to  bed. 
This  vapouring  fcab  mufl  needs  devife 
To  ape  the  thunder  of  the  fkies  : 
With  brafs  two  fiery  Heeds  he  ihod. 
To  make  a  clattering  as  they  trod. 
Of  polifh'd  brafs  his  flaming  car 
Like  lightning-  daaz;led  from  afar ; 
And  up  he  mounts  into  the  box, 
A^nd  he  mufl  thunder,  with  a  pox. 
Then  furious  he  begins  his  march, 
Drives  rattling  o'er  a  brazen  arch  ; 
With  fquibs  and  crackers  arm'd,  to  throw 
Among  the  trembhng  croud  below. 
All  ran  to  prayers,  both  priefts  and  laity. 
To  pacify  this  angry  deity  : 
When  Jove,  in  pity  to  the  town. 
With  real  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 
Then  what  a  huge  delight  were  all  in. 
To  fee  the  Vvicked  varlet  fprawling  ; 
They  fearch'd  his  pockets  on  the  place. 
And  found  his  copper  all  was  bafe  ; 

Tbe^ 
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They  laugh'd  at  {lich  an  Irifil  blunder. 
To  take  the  noife  of  brafs  for  thunder. 

The  moral  of  this  tale  is  proper, 
Apply'd  to  Wood's  adulter'd  copper  ; 
Which,  as  he  fcatter'd,  we  like  dolts, 
Miftook  at  firft  for  thunder-bolts  ; 
Before  the  Drapierftiot  a  letter, 
(Nor  Jove  himfelf  could  do  it  better) 
Which,  lighting  on  th'  imr^oftor's  crown. 
Like  real  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 

WILL     WOOD'S     PETITION 

TO    THE    PEOPLE    OF    IRELAND; 

Being  an  exxellent  New  Song,  fuppofed  to  be  made, 

and  fung  in  the  ftreets  of  Dublin,   by  William 

Wood,  Iron-monger  and  Halfpenny-monger. 

1725. 

/J  Y  dear  Inlh  folks, 
J-    Come  leave  off  your  jokes. 
And  buy  up  my  half-pence  fo  fme  ; 
So  fair  and  fo  bright. 
They  '11  give  you  delight ; 
ObTerve  how  they  gliilen  and  Ihine  I 

They  'U  fell,  to  my  grief. 

As  cheap  as  neck-beef. 
For  counters  at  cards  to  your  wife  ; 

And  every  day 

Your  children  may  play 
Span-farthing,  or  tofs  on  the  knife. 

D  3  Come 
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Come,  hither,  and  try  ; 

I  '11  teach  you  to  buy 
A  pot  of  good  ale  for  a  farthing : 

Come  ;  three-pence  a  fcore, 

I  afk  you  no  more. 
And  a  fig  for  the  Drapier  and  Hardinge*. 

When  tradefmen  have  gold. 

The  thief  will  be  bold. 
By  night  and  by  day  for  to  rob  him  : 

My  copper  is  fuch. 

No  robber  will  touch. 
And  fo  you  may  daintily  bob  him. 

The  little  blackguard. 

Who  gets  very  hard 
His  half-pence  for  cleaning  your  fnoss  ; 

When  his  pockets  are  cramm'd 

"With  mine  and  be  d — 'd. 
Me  may  fwear  he  has  nothing  to  lofe. 

Here  's  half-pence  in  plenty. 

For  one  you  'U  have  twenty. 
Though  thoufands  are  not  worth  a  pudden  : 

Your  neighbours  will  think. 

When  your  pocket  cries  chink. 

You  are  grown  plaguy  rich  on  a  fuiden. 

You  vAVL  be  my  thankers, 

I  '11  make  you  my  banker?. 
As  good  as  Ben  Burton  or  Fadef  ; 

*  TheDrapier's  printer. 
•j-  Two  famous  bankers. 

For 
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For  nothing  (hall  pafs 

Bat  my  pretty  brafs. 
And  then  you  '11  be  all  of  a  trade. 

I  'm  a  Ton  of  a  whore 

If  I  have  a  word  more 
To  fay  in  this  wretched  condition. 

If  my  coin  will  not  pafs, 

I  muft  die  like  an  afs  ; 

And  fo  I  conclude  my  petition. 

A       NEW       SONG 

ON       WOOD'S       HALF-PENCE. 

YE  people  of  Ireland,  both  country  and  city. 
Come  Uften  with  patience,  and  hsar  out  my  ditty : 
At  this  time  I  '11  chufe  to  be  wifer  than  witty. 

Which  nobc/dy  can  deny. 
The  Haif-pence  are  coming,  the  nation's  undoing. 
Thc^re  's  an  end  of  your  ploughing,  and  baking,  and 

brewing  : 
In  fliort,  you  muH  all  go  to  rack  and  to  ruin. 

Which,  &c. 
Both  high  men  and  low  men,  and  thick  men  and  tall  men. 
And  rich  men  and  poor  men,  and  free  men  and  thrall  men. 
Will  fufter;  and  this  man,  and  that  man,  and  all  men. 

Which,  &c. 

The  Soldier  is  ruin'd,  poor  man  !  by  his  pay  ; 
His  five-pence  will  prove  but  a  farthing  a  day. 
For  meat,  or  for  drink  \  or  he  mull  run  away. 

Which,  &c. 
D  4  When 
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V/hen  he  pulls  out  his  two-pence,  the  Tapfter  fays  not. 
That  ten  times  as  much  he  mufl  pay  for  his  ihot  ; 
And  thus  the  poor  Soldier  muft  foon  go  to  pot. 

If  he  goes  to  the  Baker,  the  Baker  v.ill  huiF, 
And  twenty-pence  have  for  a  two-penny  loaf. 
Then,  dog,  rogue,  and  rafcal,  and  fo  kick  and  cufF. 

W/jjc/:,   fee. 
Again,  to  the  market  whenever  he  goes. 
The  Butcher  and  Soldier  muft  be  mortal  foes ; 
One  cuts  off  an  ear,  and  the  other  a  nofe. 

7/"^/V/',  Sec. 
The  Butcher  is  flout,  and  he  values  no  fwagger  ; 
A  cleaver  's  a  match  any  time  for  a  dagger. 
And  a  blue  fleeve  may  give  fuch  a  cuff  as  may  ftagger. 

fn^ct,  &c. 

The  Beggars  themfelves  will  be  broke  in  a  trice. 
When  thus  their  poor  farthings  are  iunk  in  their  price ; 
When  nothing  is  left,  they  mufl  live  on  their  lice. 

irhic/:^.   Sec. 
The  Squire  pofifefs'd  of  r.velve  thoufand  a  year, 
O  Lord  !  what  a  mountain  his  rents  would  appear ! 
Should  he  take  them,  he  would  not  have  houfe-rocm,  I 
fear. 

IVhichy  Sez, 

I'hough  at  prefent  he  lives  in  a  very  large  houfe. 
There  would  then  not  be  room  in  it  left  for  a  moufe ; 
But  the  Squire  's  too  wife,  he  will  no:  take  a  foufe. 

Which,   See. 

The 
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The  Farmer,  who  comes  with  his  rent  in  this  cafh. 

For  taking  thefe  counters,  and  being  fo  rafh. 

Will  be  kick'd  out  of  doors,  both  himfelf  and  his  trafh. 

Which,  Sec. 
For,  in  all  the  leafes  that  ever  we  hold. 
We  muft  pay  our  rent  in  good  filver  and  gold. 
And  not  in  brafs  tokens  of  fuck  a  bafe  mold. 

Whkh,  &c. 
The  wifeft  of  Lawyers  all  fvear,  they  will  warrant 
No  money  but  filver  and  gold  can  be  current ; 
And,  fmce  they  will  uvear  it,  we  all  may  be  fure  on  't. 

Whichy  &c. 
And  I  think,  after  all,  it  would  be  very  flrange 
To  give  current  money  for  bafe  in  exchange. 
Like  a  fine  lady  Iwapping  her  moles  for  the  mange. 

Whichy  &c. 
But  read  the  king's  patent,  and  there  you  will  find. 
That  no  man  need  take  them  but  who  has  a  mind. 
For  whicli  we  muil  fay  tliat  his  Maj eily  's  kind. 

Whichy  Sec. 
Now  God  blefs  the  Drapier  who  open'd  our  eyes  1 
I  'm  fure,  by  his  book,  that  the  writer  is  wift^ ; 
He  fnews  us  the  cheat,  from  the  end  to  the  rife. 

Whichy  &c. 
Nay,  farther  he  fnews  it  a  very  hard  cafe. 
That  this  fellow  Wood,  of  a  very  bad  race. 
Should  of  all  the  fine  gentry  of  Ireland  take  place. 

Which,  &c. 

T.iat 
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That  he  and  his  half-pence  fliould  come  to  weigh  down 
Our  rubje(rts  fo  loyal  and  true  to  the  crown; 
But  I  hope,  after  all,  that  they  will  be  his  own. 

JVhick,  &c. 
This  book,  I  do  tell  you,  is  writ  for  your  goods. 
And  a  very  good  book  againft  Mr.  Wood's ; 
If  you  fland  true  together,  he  's  left  in  the  fuds. 

Which,  &c. 
Ye  Ihop-men,  and  trades-men,  and  farmers,  go  read  it. 
For  I  think  in  my  foul  at  this  time  that  you  need  it ; 
Or  egad,  if  you  don't,  there  's  an  end  of  your  credit. 

Which  nobody  can  deny, 

A       SERIOUS      POEM 

UPON     WILLIAM     WOOD, 

Brafier,   Tinker,   Hardwareman,  Coiner,  Founder, 

and  Efquire. 

WHEN  foes  are  o'ercome,  we  preferve  them  from 
flaughter. 
To  be  henuers  of  <woody  and  dra-tvers  of  water. 
Now,  although  to  dran^v  n.vater  is  not  very  good ; 
Yet  we  all  fhould  rejoice  to  be  heivers  of  Wood. 
I  own,  it  has  often  provok'd  me  to  mutter. 
That  a  rogue  fo  oh/cure  fhould  make  fuch  a  clutter  : 
But  ancient  Philofophers  wifely  remark. 
That  old  rotten  Wood  will  Ihine  in  the  dark. 
The  Heathens,  we  read,  had  Gods  made  oi  Woody 
Who  could  do  them  no  harm,  if  they  did  them  no  good : 
But  this  idol  Wood  may  do  us  great  evil ; 
Their  Gods  were  oi  Woody  but  our  Wood  is  the  Deuil. 

To 
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To  cut  down  fine  TVooc^,  is  a  very  bad  thing ; 
And  yet  we  all  know  much  goU  it  will  bring. 
Then,  if  cutting  down  Wood  brings  money  good  {lore. 
Our  money  to  keep,  let  us  cut  doivn  one  more. 

Now  hear  an  old  tale.     There  anciently  ilood 
(I  forget  in  what  church)  an  image  of  Wood. 
Concerning  this  image  there  went  a  predivflion. 
It  would  burn  a  whole/I-nyr;  nor  was  it  a  fiftion, 
*Twas  cut  into  faggots  and  put  to  the  flame. 
To  burn  an  old  Friar,  one  Foreji  by  name. 
My  tale  is  a  wife  one,  if  well  underftood  : 
Find  you  but  the  jpr/^r;  and  I  '11  find  the  Wood, 
I  hear,  among  fcholars  there  is  a  great  doubt 

From  what  kind  of  tree  this  Wood  was  hewn  out. 

Teague  made  a  good  pun  by  a  brogue  in  his  fpeech ; 

And  faid,  Bj  my  Jkouly  he  ' j  the  fon  of  a  Beech. 

Some  call  him  a  Thorn ,  the  curfe  of  the  nation. 

As  Thorns  were  defign'd  to  be  from  the  creation. 

Some  tliink  him  cut  out  from  the  poifonous  Tenjo, 

Beneath  whofe  ill  fhade  no  plant  ever  grew. 

Some  fay  he  's  a  Birch y  a  thought  very  odd; 

For  none  but  a  dunce  would  come  under  his  rod. 

But  I  '11  tell  you  the  fecret ;  but  pray  do  not  blab; 

He  is  an  old  ftump  cut  out  of  a  Crah ; 

And  England  has  put  this  Crab  to  a  hard  ufe. 

To  cudgel  our  bones,  and  for  drink  give  us  verjuice ; 

And  therefore  his  -joitnejfes  julily  may  boaft. 

That  none  are  more  properly  knights  of  the  Poji, 
I  ne'er  could  endure  my  talent  to  fmother ; 

I  told  you  one  tale,  and  I  '11  tell  you  another. 

A  jomerj 
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A  joiner,  to  faften  a  faint  in  a  nitch, 
Eor'd  a  large  auger-hole  in  the  image's  breech ; 
But,  finding  x^nzjiatue  to  make  no  complaint. 
He  would  ne'er  be  convinc'd  it  was  a  true  faint. 
When  the  true  Wood  arrives,  as  he  foon-will,  no  doubt, 
(For  that 's  but  a  Iham  Wood  they  carry  about*) 
What  ^/^  he  is  made  of  you  quickly  may  nnd. 
If  you  make  the  fame  trial,  and  bore  him  behind. 
I  '11  hold  you  a  groat,  when  you  "jjimble  his  bum. 
He  '11  bellow  as  loud  as  the  Devil  in  a  dru?^. 
From  me,  I  declare,  you  fnall  have  no  denial; 
And  there  can  be  no  harm  in  making  a  trial : 
And,  when  to  the  joy  of  }'0ur  hearts  he  has  rcar'd. 
You  may  Ihew  him  about  for  a  Viitw  groaning-board. 

Hear  one  ilory  more,  and  then  I  will  ftcp. 
I  dreamt  Wood  was  told  he  fhoulddie  by  3.  drop'. 
So  methought  he  refolved  no  liquor  to  tafte. 
For  fear  xh(tfrj}  drop  might  as  well  be  his  laji. 
But  drea?ns  are  like  oracles;  'tis  hard  to  explain  'cm; 
For  it  prov'd  that  he  died  of  a  drop  at  Kilmainliamf . 
I  wak'd  with  delight;  and  not  without  hope. 
Very  foon  to  fee  Wood  drop  down  from  a  rope. 
How  he !  and  how  we,  at  each  other  (hould  grin ! 
'Tis  kindnefs  to  hold  a  friend  up  by  the  cliin. 
But  foft  1  fays  the  Herald ;  I  cannot  agree ; 
For  metal  on  metal  is  falfe  Heraldry. 
V/hy,  that  may  be  true ;  yet  Wood  upon  Wood, 
I  '11  maintain  with  my  life,  is  Heraldry  good. 

♦  He  was  frequently  burnt  in  efli^yt 
•j-  Their }  lace  of  execution. 

TO 
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TO     DR.     SHERIDAN. 

Dec.  14,  I'/ig*,  9  at  night. 

Si  r, 

IT  is  impoffible  to  know  by  your  letter  whether  the 
wifiC  is  to  be  bottled  to-morrow,  or  no. 
If  it  be,  or  be  not,  why  did  not  you,  in  plain  Englifn, 

tell  us  io  ? 
For  my  part,  it  was  by  mere  chance  I  came  to  fit  with 

the  ladies f  this  night : 
And  if  they  had  not  told  me  there  was  a  letter  from 

you ;  and  your  man  Alexander  had  not  gone,   and 

come  back  from  the  deanry ;  and  the  boy  here  had 

not  been  fent  to  let  Alexander  know  I  v/as  here;  I 

fhould  have  miffed  the  letter  out-right. 
Truly  I  don't  know  who  's  bound  to  be  fending  for 

corks  to  flop  your  bottles,  with  a  vengeance. 
Make  a  page  of  your  own  age,  and  fend  your  man 

Alexander   to  buy  corks;  for  Saunders  already  has 

gone  above  ten  jaunts. 
Mrs.  Dingley  and  Airs.  Johnfon  fay,  truly  they  don't 

care  for  your  wife's  company,  though  they  like  your 

wine ;  but  they  had  rather  have  it  at  their  own  hcufe 

to  drink  in  quiet. 
However,  they  own  it  is  very  civil  in  Mr.  Sheridan  to 

make  the  offer ;  and  they  cannot  deny  it. 

*  This  is  probably  dated  too  early. 
■f  Mrs.  Dingley  and  Mrs.  Johnfon. 
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I  wlfli  Alexander  fafe  at  St.  Catharine's  to-night,  with 
all  my  heart  and  foul,  upon  my  word  and  honour: 

But  I  think  it  bafe  in  you  to  fend  a  poor  fellow  out  fo 
late  at  this  time  of  year,  when  one  would  not  turn 
cut  a  dog  that  one  valued;  I  appeal  to  your  friend 
Mr.  Connor. 

I  would  prefent  my  humble  fervice  to  my  lady  Mount- 
calhel;  but  truly  I  thought  (he  would  have  made  ad- 
vances to  have  been  acquainted  with  me,  as  ihe 
pretended. 

But  now  I  can  write  no  more,  for  you  fee  plainly  my 
paper  is  ended. 

1  P.S. 

I  wiih,  when  you  prated,  your  letter  you  M  dated : 
Much  plague  it  created.     I  fcolded  and  rated ; 
My  foul  is  much  grated;  for  your  man  I  long  waited. 
I  think  yoa  are  fated,  like  a  bear  to  be  baited  : 
Your  man  is  belated ;  the  cafe  I  have  Hated ; 
And  me  you  have  cheated.     My  liable  's  unflated. 
Come  back  t'  us  well  freighted. 
I  remember  my  late  head;  and  wilh  you  tranilated. 
For  teazing  me. 

2  P.S. 
Mrs.  Dingley  defires  me  fingly 

Her  fervice  to  prefent  you ;  hopes  that  will  content  you ; 

But  Johnfon  madam  is  grown  a  fad  dame. 

For  want  of  converfe,  and  cannot  fend  one  verfe. 

3   P.S. 
You  keep  fuch  a  twattling  with  you  and  your  bottling ; 
But  I  fee  the  fum  total,  we  fhall  ne'er  have  a  bottle; 

The 


TO     DR.     SHERIDAN.  47 

The  long  and  the  fhort,  we  fhall  not  have  a  quart. 
I  wi(h  you  would  fign  't,  that  we  ha\e  a  pint. 
For  all  your  colloguing,  I  'd  be  glad  of  a  knoggin: 
But  I  doubt  'tis  a  fham ;  you  won't  give  us  a  dram. 
'Tis  of  {hine  a  month  moon-full,  you  won't  part   with 

a  fpoonful  ; 
And  I  mull  be  nimble,  if  I  can  fill  my  thimble. 
You  fee  I  won't  flop,  till  I  come  to  a  drop; 
But  I  doubt  the  oraculum  is  a  poor  fupemaculum ; 
Though  perhaps  you  tell  it  for  a  grace,  if  we  fmell  it. 

Stella. 


TO        Q^U    I    L    C    A, 

A  CouNTRY-HousE  of  Dr.  Sheridan, 
In  no  very  good  Repair.    1725. 

LET  me  thy  properties  explain : 
A  rotten  cabbin  dropping  rain ; 
Chimnies  with  fcorn  rejefling  fmoke ; 
Stools,  tables,  chairs,  and  bedfteads  broke. 
Here  elements  have  loft  their  ufes. 
Air  ripens  not,  nor  earth  produces; 
In  vain  we  make  poor  S  heel  ah*  toil. 
Fire  will  not  roaft;,  nor  water  boil. 
Through  all  the  valleys,  hills,  and  plains, 
I'he  goddefs  Want  in  triumph  reigns ; 
And  her  chief  officers  of  ftate. 
Sloth,  Dirt,  and  Theft,  around  her  wait. 


*  The  name  of  an  lri(h  fervant. 
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The  Blessings  of  a  Country-Life.   1725. 
FAR  from  our  debtors;  no  Dublin  letters; 
Not  feen  by  our  betters. 

The  Plagues  of  a  Country-Life. 
A  companion  with  news ;  a  great  want  of  fhoes ; 
Eat  lean  meat,  or  chufe;  a  church  without  pews. 
Our  horfes  aflray ;  no  ftraw,  oats,  or  hay ;  [p'-^y. 

December  in  May;  our  boys  run  away;  all  fervants  at 

DR.    SHERIDAN    TO   DR.    SWIFT. 

D  have  you  to  know,  as  fure  as  you  're  Dean, 
On  Thurfday  my  cafe  of  Obrien  I  '11  drain : 
If  my  wife  is  not  \^illing,  I  fay  (he  's  a  quean ; 
And  my  right  to  the  cellar,  egad,  I  '11  maintain 
As  bravely  as  any  that  fought  at  Dunblain : 
Go  tell  it  her  over  and  over  again. 
I  hope,  as  I  ride  to  the  tov/n^  it  v\^on't  rain ; 
For,  (hould  it,  I  fear  it  will  cool  my  hot  brain. 
Entirely  extinguifh  my  poetic  vein ; 
And  then  I  Ihould  be  as  ftupid  as  Kain,  [twain. 

Who  preach'd  on  three  heads,  though  he  mention'd  but' 
Now  Wardel  's  in  haile,  and  begins  to  complain ; 
Your  mod  humble  fervant.  Dear  Sir,  I  remain, 

T.  S— N. 

Get  Helfham,  Walmfley,  Delany, 

And  fome  Grattans,  L^  there  be  any*  : 

Take  care  you  do  not  bid  too  many. 

*  i.  f .  in  Dublin,  for  thev  were  country- clergy. 

DR. 
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DR.    SWIFT'S     ANSWER. 

THE  verfes  you  fent  on  the  bottling  your  wine 
Were,  in  every  one's  judgement,  exceedingly  fine  ; 
And  I  mull  confefs,  as  a  dean  and  divine, 
I  think  you  infpir'd  by  the  Mufes  all  nine. 
I  nicely  examin'd  them  every  line. 
And  the  worft  of  them  all  like  a  barn-door  did  fhine. 
Oh,  that  Jove  would  give  me  fuch  a  talent  as  thine  I 
With  Delany  or  Dan  I  would  fcorn  to  combine. 
I  know  they  have  many  a  wicked  defign ; 
And,  give  Satan  his  due,  Dan  begins  to  refine. 
However,  I  wifh,  honeft  comrade  of  mine. 
You  would  really  on  Thurfday  leave  St.  Catharine*, 
Where  I  hear  you  are  cramm'd  every  day  like  a  fwine ; 
With  me  you  '11  no  more  have  a  ftomach  to  dine. 
Nor  after  your  vi6luals  lie  fleeping  fupine : 
So  I  wifh  you  were  toothlefs,  like  Lord  MafTerine. 
But,  were  y0u  as  wicked  as  lewd  Aretine, 
I  wifh  you  would  tell  me  which  way  you  incline. 
If,  when  you  return,  your  road  you  don't  line. 
On  Thurfday  I  '11  pay  my  refpedls  at  your  flirine. 
Wherever  you  bend,  wherever  you  twine. 
In  fquare,  or  in  oppofite  circle,  or  trine. 
Your  beef  will  on  Thurfday  be  falter  than  brine : 
I  hope  you  have  fwill'd,  with  new  milk  from  the  kine. 
As  much  as  the  Lilfee  's  outdone  by  the  Rhine ; 

*  The  feat  of  Lady  Mountca;hel,  near  Dublin. 
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And  Dan  fhall  be  with  us,  with  nofe  aquiline. 
If  you  do  not  come  back,  we  fhall  weep  out  our  eyne 
Or  may  your  gown  never  be  good  Lutherine. 
The  beef  you  have  got,  I  hear,  is  a  chine : 
But,  it  too  many  come,  your  madam  will  whine ; 
And  then  you  may  kifs  the  low  end  of  her  fpine. 
But  enough  of  this  poetry  Alexandrine  : 
I  hope  you  will  not  think  this  a  pajqui-ne. 


A        PORTRAIT 
FROM     THE     LIFE. 

COME  fit  by  my  fide,  while  this  picture  I  draw:. 
In  chattering  a  magpie,  in  pride  a  jackdaw; 
A  temper  the  devil  himfelf  could  not  bridle ; 
Impertment  mixture  of  bufy  and  idle ; 
As  rude  as  a  bear,  no  mule  half  fo  crabbed ; 
She  fwills  hke  a  few,  and  fhe  breeds  like  a  rabbit : 
A  houfewife  in  bed,  at  table  a  flattern ; 
For  all  an  example,  for  no  one  a  pattern. 
Now  tell  me,  friend  Thomas*,   Fordf ,  Grattan^,  and 

merry  Dan||, 
Has  this  any  likenefs  to  good  madam  Sheridan? 


*  Dr.  Thomas  Sheridan. 

t  Charles  Ford  of  Woodpark,  Efq. 

X  Reverend  John  Grattan. 

H  Reverend  Daaiel  Jackfon. 


U  P  O  xN 
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UPON    STEALING    A    CROWN 
WHEN    THE    DEAN    WAS    ASLEEP. 

BY       DR.       SHERIDAN. 

DEAR  Dean,  fince  you  in  fleepy  wife 
Have  op'd  your  mouth,  and  clos'd  your  eyes; 
Like  ghoft,  I  glide  along  your  floor. 
And  foftly  fliut  the  parlour-door  t 
For,  fliould  I  break  your  fweet  repofe. 
Who  knows  what  money  you  might  lofe ; 
Since  oftentimes  it  has  been  found, 
A  dream  has  given  ten  thoufand  pound  ? 
Then  fleep,  my  friend;  dear  dean,  fleep  on. 
And  all  you  get  ihall  be  your  own ; 
Provided  you  to  this  agree. 
That  all  you  lofe  belongs  to  me. 

THE     DEAN'S     ANSWER. 

SO,  about  twelve  at  night,  the  punk 
Steals  from  the  cully  when  he  's  drunk; 
Nor  is  contented  with  a  treat. 
Without  her  privilege  to  cheat. 
Nor  can  I  the  lead  difference  find. 
But  that  you  left  no  clap  behind. 
But,  jell  apart,  reftore,  you  capon  ye. 
My  twelve  thirteens*  and  fix-pence  ha'penny. 

*■  A  fhilling  pafleth  for  thirteen-pence  in  Ireland, 

E2  To 
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To  eat  my  meat,  and  drink  my  medlicot. 
And  then  to  give  me  fuch  a  deadly  cut- 
But  'tis  obferv'd,  that  men  in  gowns 
Are  moft  inclin'd  to  plunder  croons. 
Could  you  but  change  a  crown  as  eafy 
As  you  can  fteal  one,  how  'twould  pleafe  ye  ! 
I  thought  the  lady*  at  St.  Catharine's 
Knew  how  to  fet  you  better  patterns ; 
For  this  I  will  not  dine  with  Agmondifnamf , 
And  for  his  victuals  let  a  ragman  difh  'em. 

THE       STORM: 

MINERVA'S       PETITION. 

PALLAS,  a  goddefs  chafte  and  wife, 
Defcending  lately  from  the  ikies. 
To  Neptune  went,  and  begg'd  in  form 
He  'd  give  his  orders  for  a  ftorm ; 
A  ftorm,  to  dro-.vn  that  rafcal  Horte, 
And  fhe  would  kindly  thank  him  for  't : 
A  wretch  1  whom  Englifti  rogues,  to  fpite  her. 
Had  lately  honour 'd  with  a  mirre. 

The  god,  who  favour'd  her  requeft, 
Afiur'd  her  he  would  do  his  bell : 
But  Venus  had  been  there  before. 
Pleaded  the  biiliop  lov'd  a  whore. 
And  had  enlarg'd  her  empire  wide  j 
He  own'd  no  deity  befide. 

*  Lady  Mountcafhel. 
■\   Agmondifiiam  Vefey,    efq.    a  very  worthy    gentleman,  for 
whom  the  Dean  liad  a  great  cfteem. 

At 
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At  fea  or  land,  if  e'er  you  found  him 
Without  a  miitrefs,  hang  or  drown  him. 
Siuce  Burnet's  death,  the  bilhop's  bench. 
Till  Horte  arriv'd,  ne'er  kept  a  wench : 
If  Horte  muft  fmk,  flie  grieves  to  tell  it. 
She  '11  not  have  left  one  fmgle  prelate; 
For,  to  fay  truth,  Ihe  did  intend  him, 
Eledl  of  Cyprus  in  com?nendam. 
And,  fmce  her  birth  the  ocean  gave  her. 
She  could  not  doubt  her  uncle's  favour. 
Then  Proteus  urg'd  the  fame  requeft. 
But  half  in  earneft,  half  in  jeft; 
Said  he — '^  Great  fovereign  of  the  main, 
*'  To  drown  him  all  attempts  are  vain ; 
**  Horte  can  aifume  more  fcrms  than  I, 
"  A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  fpy; 
**  Can  creep  or  run,  or  fly  or  fwim; 
**   All  motions  are  alike  to  him  : 
"  Turn  him  adrift,  and  you  lliall  find 
"  He  knows  to  fail  with  every  wind ; 
*'  Or,  throw  him  overboard,  he  '11  ride 
"  As  well  againft,  as  with  the  tide. 
*'  But,  Pallas,  you  've  apply 'd  too  late; 
"  For  'tis  decreed,  by  Jove  and  Fate, 
*'  That  Ireland  mull  be  foon  dellroy'd, 
*'  And  who  but  Horte  can  be  employ'd? 
"  You  need  not  then  have  been  fo  pert, 
**  In  fending  Bolton*  to  Clonfert. 

*  Afterwards  arc hbifhop  of  Cafhell. 

E  3  ♦'  I  found 
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""  I  found  you  did  it,  by  your  grinning; 

"  Your  bulinefs  is,  to  mind  your  fpinning... 

**  But  how  you  came  to  interpofe 

*'  In  making  bifhops,  no  one  knows : 

**  Or  who  regarded  your  report; 

*'  For  never  were  you  feen  at  court, 

"  And  if  you  muft  have  your  petition, 

**  There  's  Berkeley*  in  the  fame  condition : 

*'  Look,  there  he  ftands,  and  'tis  but  juft,. 

**  If  one  muft  drouTi,  the  ether  muft; 

*'  But,  if  you  '11  leave  us  biftiop  Judas, 

*'  We  '11  give  you  Berkeley  for  Bermudas. 

*'  Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  fpight, 

*'  To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright, 

*-  Although  'tis  hardly  worth  the  coft, 

"  You  foon  Ihall  fee  him  foundly  toft. 

''  You  '11  find  him  fv/ear,  blafpheme,  and  damn 

*♦'  (And  every  moment  take  a  dram) 

'*  His  ghaftly  vifage  with  an  air 

"  Of  reprobation  and  defpair : 

*'  Or  elfe  fome  hiding-hole  he  feeks, 

**  For  fear  the  reft  ihould  fay  he  fqueaks  j 

*'  Or,  as  Fitzpatrickf  did  before, 

*'  Refolve  to  perifh  with  his  whore; 

"  Or  elfe  he  raves,  and  roars,  and  fwears, 

**  And,  but  for  ftiame,  would  fay  his  prayers. 

*  Dr.  George  Berkeley,  dean  of  Derry,    and  afterwards  bilhop 
of  Cloyne. 

f  Brigadier  Fitzpatrick  was  drowned  in  one  of  the  packet-boats 
ifl  the  bay  of  Dublin,  in  a  great  ftorm. 

*'  Or, 
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*'  Or,  would  you  fee  his  fpirits  fmk, 
"  Relaxing  downwards  in  a  iHnk  ? 
•*  If  fuch  a  fight  as  this  can  pleafe  ye, 
*'  Good  madam  Pallas,  pray  be  eafy, 
"  To  Neptune  fpeak,  and  he  '11  confent; 
*'  But  he  '11  come  back  the  knave  he  went.'* 

The  goddefs,  who  conceiv'd  an  hope 
That  Horte  was  deftin'd  to  a  rope, 
Believ'd  it  beft  to  condefcend 
To  fpare  a  foe,  to  fave  a  friend  : 
But,  fearing  Berkeley  might  be  fcar'd. 
She  left  him  Virtue  for  a  guard. 

ODE     ON     SCIENCE. 

OH,  heavenly-born  !  in  deepeft  dells 
If  faireft  fcience  ever  dwells 
Beneath  the  moffy  cave ; 
Indulge  the  verdure  of  the  woods ; 
With  azure  beauty  gild  the  floods. 
And  flowery  carpets  lave ; 

For  melancholy  ever  reigns 
Delighted  in  the  fylvan  fcenes 

With  fcientific  light ; 
While  Dian,  huntrefs  of  the  vales. 
Seeks  lulling  founds  and  fanning  gales. 

Though  wrapt  from  mortal  fight. 

Yet,  goddefs,  yet  the  v/ay  explore 
With  magic  rites  and  heathen  lore 

E  4  Cbftruaed 
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Obftradled  and  deprefs'd ; 
Till  Wifdom  give  the  facred  Nine, 
Untaught,  not  uninfpir'd,  to  fhine. 

By  Reafon's  power  redrefs'd. 

Vrmn  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinion's  maze. 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws. 
Thy  charms,  O  Liberty,  the  caufe 

That  blends  congenial  rays. 

Bid  bright  Aflraea  gild  the  morn. 
Or  bid  a  hundred  funs  be  bom. 

To  hecatomb  the  year; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  poles. 
In  vain  the  zodiac  fyftem  rolls. 

In  vain  the  lunar  fphere. 

Come,  faireft  princefs  of  the  throng. 
Bring  fwift  Philofophy  along 

In  metaphyfic  dream.s ; 
While  raptur'd  bards  no  more  behold 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold 

In  Heliconian  ftreams. 

Drive  Thraldom  v/ith  malignant  hand^ 
To  curf2  fome  other  dellin'd  land 

By  Follvledaftray: 
leme  bear  on  azure  wing ; 
Energic  let  her  foar,  and  fmg 

Thy  univerfal  fway. 
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So,  when  Amphion  bade  the  lyre 
To  more  majeftic  found  afpire. 

Behold  the  madding  throng. 
In  wonder  and  oblivion  drown' d. 
To  fculpture  turn'd  by  magic  found 

And  petrifying  fong. 

STELLA'S      BIRTH-DAY, 

March  13,  1726. 

THIS  day,  whatever  the  fates  decree. 
Shall  ilill  be  kept  with  joy  by  me  ; 
This  day  then  let  us  not  be  told. 
That  you  are  fick,  and  I  grown  old ; 
Nor  think  on  your  approaching  ills. 
And  talk  of  fpeftacles  and  pUls  : 
To-morrow  will  be  time  enough 
To  hear  fuch  mortifying  ftufF. 
Yet,  fince  from  reafon  may  be  brought 
A  better  and  more  pleafing  thought. 
Which  can,  in  fpite  of  all  decays. 
Support  a  few  remaining  days  ; 
From  not  the  graveft  of  Divines 
Accept  for  once  fome  ferious  lines. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more 
Long  fchemes  of  life,  as  heretofore ; 
Yet  you,  wliile  time  is  running  faft. 
Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  pall:. 

Wer€ 
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Were  future  happinefs  and  pain 
A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain  ; 
As  atheilb  argue,  to  entice 
And  fit  their  profelytes  for  vice 
(The  only  comfort  they  propofe. 
To  have  companions  in  their  woes) : 
Grant  this  the  cafe ;  yet  fare  'tis  hard 
That  virtue,  ftyl'd  its  own  reward. 
And  by  all  fages  underilood 
To  be  the  chief  of  human  good. 
Should  afling  die  ;  nor  leave  behind 
Some  lafting  pleafure  in  the  mind. 
Which  by  remembrance  will  affuage 
Grief,  iicknefs,  poverty,  and  age. 
And  ftrongly  faoot  a  radiant  dart 
To  fhine  through  life's  declining  part. 

Say,  Stella,    feel  you  no  content, 
Refledling  on  a  life  vvsll  fpent ; 
Your  Ikilful  hand  employ'd  to  fave 
Defpairing  wretches  from  the  grave  ; 
And  then  fupporting  with  your  ftore 
Thofe  whom  you  dragg'd  from  death  before  ? 
So  Providence  on  mortals  waits, 
Preferving  what  it  firH  creates. 
Your  generous  boldnefs  to  defend 
An  innocent  and  abfent  friend  ; 
That  courage  which  can  make  you  jufl 
To  merit  humbled  in  the  duft ; 
The  deteflation  you  exprefs 
For  vice  in  all  its  glittering  drefs ; 

That 
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That  patience  under  tottering  pain, 
Where  ftubborn  Hoicks  would  complain; 
Mud  thefe  like  empty  fhadows  pafs. 
Or  forms  reflefted  from  a  glafs  ? 
Or  mere  chimeras  in  the  mind. 
That  fly,  and  leave  no  mark  behind  ? 
Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow 
By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 
And,  had  it  not  been  ftill  fupply'd. 
It  muft  a  thoufand  times  have  died. 
Then  who  with  reafon  can  maintain 
That  no  efFedls  of  food  remain  ? 
And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind 
The  nutriment  that  feeds  the  mind ; 
Upheld  by  each  good  adion  paft. 
And  ftill  continued  by  the  laft  ? 
Then,  who  with  reafon  can  pretend 
That  all  efFefts  of  virtue  end  ? 

Believe  me,  Stella,  when  you  Ihow 
That  true  contempt  for  things  below. 
Nor  prize  )-our  life  for  other  ends 
Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friends ; 
Your  former  actions  claim  their  part. 
And  join  to  fortify  your  heart. 
For  Virtue,  in  her  daily  race. 
Like  Janus,  bears  a  double  face ; 
Looks  back  with  joy  where  fhe  has  gone. 
And  therefore  goes  with  courage  on : 
She  at  your  fickly  couch  will  wait. 
And  guide  you  to  a  better  ftate. 

O  then> 
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O  then,  whatever  Heaven  intends. 
Take  pity  on  your  pitying  friends ! 
Nor  let  your  ills  aiFed  your  niind. 
To  fancy  they  can  be  unkind. 
Me,  furely  me,  you  ought  to  fpsre, 
Who  gladly  would  your  fufFering  ihare  ; 
Or  give  my  fcrap  of  life  to  you. 
And  think  it  far  beneath  your  due ; 
You,  to  whofe  care  fo  oft'  I  owe 
That  I  'm  alive  to  tell  you  fo. 


HORACE,     BOOK    I.      ODE   XIV. 
Paraphrafed,  and   infcribed   to   Ireland.     1726. 

THE      INSCRIPTION. 

Poor  floating  ifle,  toft  on  ill-fortune's  waves, 
Ordain'd  hj  fate  to  be  the  land  of  Haves; 
Shall  moving  Delos  now  deep-rooted  ftand ; 
Thou,  fix'd  of  old,  be  now  the  moving  land  ? 
Although  the  metaphor  be  worn  and  ftale. 
Betwixt  a  ftate,  and  veflel  under  fail ; 
Let  me  fuppofe  thee  for  a  fnip  a-while. 
And  thus  addrefs  thee  in  the  failor's  Ityle : 

UNHAPPY  fhip,  thou  art  return'd  in  vain  : 
New  waves  fhall  drive  thee  to  the  deep  again. 
Look  to  thyfelf,  and  be  no  more  the  fport 
Of  giddy  winds,  but  make  fome  friendly  port. 

Loil 
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Loft  are  thy  oars,  that  us'd  thy  courfe  to  guide. 
Like  faithful  counfellors,  on  either  fide. 
Thy  maft,  which  like  feme  aged  patriot  flood 
The  fmgle  pillar  for  his  country's  good. 
To  lead  thee,  as  a  ftaff  diredls  the  blind. 
Behold  it  cracks  by  yon  rough  eaftern  wind. 
Your  cable  's  burft,  and  you  muft  quickly  feel 
The  waves  impetuous  enter  at  your  keel. 
Thus  commonwealths  receive  a  foreign  yoke. 
When  the  ftrong  cords  of  union  once  are  broke. 
Torn  by  a  fudden  tempeft  is  thy  fail. 
Expanded  to  invite  a  milder  gale. 

As  when  fome  writer  in  the  public  caufe 
His  pen,  to  fave  a  fmking  nation,  draws. 
While  all  is  calm,  his  arguments  prevail  ; 
The  people's  voice  expands  his  paper-fail ; 
Till  power,  difcharging  all  her  ftormy  bags. 
Flutters  the  feeble  pamphlet  into  rags. 
The  nation  fcar'd,  the  author  doom'd  to  death. 
Who  fondly  put  his  truft  in  popular  breath. 

A  larger  facrifice  in  vain  you  vow  ; 
There  's  not  a  power  above  will  help  you  now  : 
A  nation  thus,  who  oft*  Heaven's  call  neglefts. 
In  vain  from  injur'd  Heaven  relief  expefts. 

'Twill  not  avail,  v/i;en  thy  flrong  fides  are  broke. 
That  thy  defcent  is  from  the  BritiPa  oak  ; 
Or,  when  your  name  and  family  you  boaft. 
From  fleets  triumphant  o'er  the  Gallic  coaft. 
Such  was  lerne's  claim,  as  juft  as  thine. 
Her  fons  defcended  from  the  Britiih  line ; 

Hey 
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Her  matchlefs  fons,  whofe  valour  ftill  remains 
On  French  records  for  twenty  long  campaigns : 
Yet,  from  an  emprefs  now  a  captive  grown. 
She  fav'd  Britannia's  rights,  and  loft  her  own. 

In  {hips  decay'd  no  mariner  confides, 
Lur'd  by  the  gilded  ftern  and  painted  fides  ; 
Yet  at  a  ball  unthinking  fools  delight 
In  the  gay  trappings  of  a  birth-day  night : 
They  on  the  gold  brocades  and  fattins  rav'd. 
And  quite  forgot  their  country  was  enflav'd. 
Dear  vefTel,  ftill  be  to  thy  fteerage  juft, 
Nor  change  thy  courfe  with  every  fudden  guft ; 
Like  fupple  patriots  of  the  modern  fort. 
Who  turn  with  every  gale  that  blows  from  court. 

Weary  and  fea-fick  when  in  thee  confin'd. 
Now  for  thy  fafety  cares  diftraft  my  mind ; 
As  thofe  who  long  have  flood  the  ftorms  of  Hate 
Retire,  yet  ftill  bemoan  their  country's  fate. 
Beware ;  and  when  you  hear  the  furges  roar. 
Avoid  the  rocks  on  Britain's  angry  fnore. 
They  lie,  alas  !  too  eafy  to  be  found  ; 
For  thee  alone  they  lie  the  iiland  round. 


VERSES 
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VERSES 

ON      THE      SUDDEN      DRYING- UP      OF 
ST.      PATRICK'S       WELL, 

NEAR    TRINITY     COLLEGE,    DUBLIN.     I726. 

BY  holy  zeal  infpir'd,  and  led  by  fame. 
To  thee,  once  favourite  ille,  with  joy  I  came  ; 
What  time  the  Goth,  the  Vandal,  and  the  Hun, 
Had  my  own  native  Italy*  o'er-run. 
lerne,  to  the  world's  remoteft  parts, 
Renovvn'd  for  valour,  policy,  and  arts. 

Hither  from  Colchosf ,  with  the  fleecy  ore, 
Jafon  arriv'dtwo  thoufand  years  before. 
Thee,  happy  illand,  Pallas  call'd  her  own. 
When  haughty  Britain  was  a  land  unknovvn| : 

♦  Italy  was  not  properly  the  native  place  of  St.  Patrick,  hot 
the  place  of  his  education,  and  where  he  received  his  million  } 
and  becaufe  he  had  his  new  birth  there,  hence,  by  poetical  licence, 
and  by  fcripture  figure,  our  author  calls  that  country  his  native 
Italy.     Irish  Ed. 

-f  Orpheus,  or  the  ancient  author  of  the  Greek  poem  on  the 
Argonautic  expedition,  whoever  he  be,  fays,  that  Jafon,  who 
manned  the  fliip  Argos  at  Theflfaly,  failed  to  Ireland.     Irish  Ld. 

X  Tacitus,  In  the  life  of  Julius  Agricola,  fays,  that  the  har- 
bours of  Ireland,  on  account  of  their  commerce,  were  better 
Jcnown  to  the  world  than  thofe  of  Britain.     Irish  Ep. 

From 
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From  thee,  with  pride,  the  Caledonians  trace 

The  glorious  founder  of  their  kingly  race  : 

Thy  martial  fons,  whom  now  they  dare  defpife. 

Did  once  their  land  fubdue  and  civilize : 

Their  drefs,  their  language,  and  the  Scottifn  name^ 

Confefs  the  foil  from  whence  the  vigors  came*. 

Well    may    they    boaft    that    ancient    blood    which 

runs 
Within  thcic* veins,  who  are  thy  younger  fonsf , 

A  con- 

•  The  argument  here  turns  on,  what  the  author  of  courfe 
took  for  granted,  the  prefent  Scots  being  the  defcendants  of  Irifh 
emigrants.  This  faft,  however  true,  was  not  in  Dr.  Swift's 
time  afcertained  with  any  degree  of  precifion.  Ireland,  even  to 
this  day,  **  remains  fuperftitioufly  devoted  to  her  ancient  hiftory," 
and  **  wraps  herfelf  in  the  gloom  of  her  own  legendary  annals.*' 
Mr.  Whitalcer  has  difplayed  an  uncommon  fund  of  knowledge  on 
this  very  curious  fubjeft,  both  in  his  '*  Hiftoiy  of  Mancheftcr," 
and  in  "  The  Genuine  Jiiftory  of  the  Britons  alTerted.'   N. 

•f-  '*  The  Scots  (fays  Dr.  Robertfon)  carry  their  pretenfions 
*♦  to  antiquity  as  high  as  any  of  their  neighbours.  Relying  upon 
**  uncertain  legends,  and  the  traditiune  of  their  bard«,  ftill  more 
*'  uncertain,  they  reckon  up  a  feries  of  kings  feveral  ages  before 
**  the  birth  of  Chrift,  and  give  a  particular  detail  of  occurrences 
**  which  happened  in  their  reigns.  In  the  beginning  of  the  fix- 
*'  teenth  century,  J«'hn  Major  and  Heftor  Bo'ethius  publiOied 
**  their  Hiftories  of  Scotland  ;  the  former  a  fuccindl  and  dry 
**  writer,  the  latter  a  copious  and  florid  one ;  and  both  equally 
**  credulous.  Not  many  years  after,  Buchanan  undertook  the 
*'  fame  work  j  aad  if  his  accuracy  and  impartiality  had  been  in 

any 
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A  conqaefl  and  a  colony  from  thee. 
The  motlier-kingdom  left  her  children  free; 
From  thee  no  mark  of  flavery  they  felt : 
Not  fo  with  thee  thy  bafe  invaders  dealt; 
Invited  here  to  vengeful  Morrough's  aid*"-, 
Thofe  whom  they  could  not  conquer,  they  b stray *d. 
Britain,  by  thee  we  fell,  ungrateful  iile ! 
Not  by  thy  valour,  but  faperior  guile : 
Britain,  with  fhame,  confefs  this  land  of  mine 
Firft  taught  thee  human  knowledge  and  divine f; 
Vol.  XLIII.  F  My 

*'  any  iic5,r2e  equal  to  the  elegaace  of  his  taOe,  and  to  the  purity 
*'  and  vigour  of  his  ftyle,  his  hiftory  might  be  [placed  on  a  level 
**  with  the  moft  admired  compofitions  of  the  ancients.  But,  In- 
**  flcad  of  rejedinj;  the  improbable  tales  of  Chronicle-writers,  he 
**  was  at  tlie  utmoft  pains  to  adorn  them,  and  hath  cloathcd  with 
**  all  the  beauties  and  graces  of  fidion  thofe  legends  which  for- 
*'  merly  had  only  its  wildnefs  and  extravagance."— On  the  au- 
thority of  Buchanan  and  his  preJeceilbrs  the  hiftorical  part  of 
this  poem  fcems.  founded,  as  well  as  the  notes  figiied  Ikish  Ed. 
fome  of  which,  I  beh^irc,  were  written  by  the  Dean  him- 
felf.     N. 

*  In  the  reign  of  King  H-;nry  II,  Dermot  M'Morrou^h,  king 
of  Leinfler,  being  deprived  of  his  Jcingdum  by  Roderick  O'Con- 
nor, king  of  Connaught,  he  invited  the  Englilh  over  as  auxilia- 
ries, ana  promifed  Richard  Strangbovv,  eail  of  Pembroke,  his 
daughter  and  all  his  dominions  as  a  portion.  By  this  afliftance, 
M'Morrough  recovejed  his  crown,  and  Strangbow  became  pof- 
fcfled  of  all  Leinfler,     Irisk  Ed. 

f  St.  Patrick  arrived  in  Ireland  in  the  year  431,  and  completed 
thi  converfiyn  of  the  natives,  which  had  been  begun  by  PalJadius 
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My  prelates  and  my  iludents,  lent  from  hence. 
Made  your  fons  converts  both  to  God  and  fenfe : 
Not  like  the  paftors  of  thy  ravenous  breed. 
Who  come  to  fleece  the  flocks,  and  not  to  feed. 

Wretched  lerne  !  with  what  grief  I  fee 
The  fatal  changes  Time  hath  made  on  thee ! 
The  Chriftian  rites  I  introduc'd  in  vain : 
Lo  !  infidelity  return'd  again  ! 
Freedom  and  virtue  in  thy  fons  I  found. 
Who  now  in  vice  and  flavery  are  drown'd. 

By  faith  and  prayer,  this  crofier  in  my  hand^ 
I  drove  the  venom'd  ferpent  from  thy  land ; 
The  fhepherd  in  his  bower  might  fleep  or  fmg*. 
Nor  dread  the  adder's  tooth,  nor  fcorpion's  Hing. 

With  omens  oft'  I  ftrove  to  warn  thy  fwains. 
Omens,  the  types  of  thy  impending  chains. 
I  fent  the  magpie  from  the  Britiih  foil. 
With  reiViefo  beak  thy  blooming  fruit  to  fpoil. 
To  din  thine  ears  with  unharmcnicus  clack, 
And  haunt  thy  holy  walls  in  white  and  black. 

and  others.  And,  as  bi/hop  Nicholfon  obfervcs,  Ireland  foon 
became  the  fountain  of  learning,  to  which  all  the  Weftern 
Chriftiansj  as  we!l  as  the  EnglilTi,  had  recovirfe,  not  only  for 
inftriidlions  in  the  principles  of  religion,  but  in  all  forts  of 
literature,  viz.  Legendi  et  Jcbolaftica  erudif'unis  gratia,  Irish 
Ed. 

*  There  arc  no  fnakes,  vipers,  or  toads,  In  Ireland  ;  and  even 
frogs  were  not  known  here  until  about  the  year  J7C0.  The 
magpies  came  a  fhort  time  before  j  and  the  Norway  rats  fincct 
Irish  £d. 

What 
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^Hiat  elfe  are  thofe  thou  (eeix  in  biihops'  geer. 
Who  crop  the  nurferies  of  learning  here  ; 
Afpiring,  greedy,  full  of  fenfelefs  prate. 
Devour  the  church,  and  chatter  to  the  ftate? 

As  you  grew  more  degenerate  and  bafe, 
I  fent  you  millions  of  the  croaking  race ; 
Emblems  of  infcdts  vile,  who  fpread  their  fpav/H 
Through  all  thy  land,  in  armour,  fur,  and  lawn ; 
A  naufeous  brood,  that  fills  your  fenate  walls. 
And  in  the  chambers  of  your  viceroy  crawls ! 

See,  where  that  new-devouring  vermin  runs. 
Sent  in  my  anger  from  the  land  of  Huns  1 
With  harpy-claws  it  undermines  the  ground. 
And  fudden  fpreads  a  numerous  offspring  round. 
Th'  amphibious  tyrant,  with  his  ravenous  band. 
Drains  all  thy  lakes  of  iifh,  of  fruits  thy  land. 

Where  is  the  holy  well  that  bore  ray  name  ? 
Fled  to  the  fountain  back,  from  v/hence  it  came  ! 
Fair  Freedom's  emblem  once,  wliich  fmoo'chly  flows. 
And  bleffings  equally  on  all  beftow?. 
Here,  from  the  neighbouring*  nurfery  of  arts. 
The  ftudents,  drinking,  rais'd  their  wit  and  parto ; 
Here,  for  an  age  and  more,  improved  their  vein. 
Their  Phoebus  I,  my  fpring  their  Hippocrene. 
Difcourag'd  youths !  now  all  their  hopes  mufl  fail, 
Condemn'd  to  country  cottages  and  ale ; 
To  foreign  prelates  make  a  flavilh  court. 
And  by  their  fweat  procure  a  mean  fupport ; 

*  The  Univerfity    of   Dublin,  called  Trinity    College,    was 
founded  by   Q;jeen  Elizabeth  In  1591.     Irish  En. 

F  2  or 
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Or,  for  the  claflicks,  read  "  Th'  Attorney's  Guide  ;^ 
Colled  excife,  or  wait  upon  the  tide. 

Oh !  that  I  had  been  apoRle  to  the  Swifs, 
Or  hardy  Scot,  or  any  land  but  this ; 
Combin'd  in  arms,  they  had  their  foes  defied. 
And  kept  their  liberty,  or  bravely  died. 
Thou  ftill  with  tyrants  in  fuccefiion  curll:. 
The  laft  invaders  trampling  on  the  firft : 
Now  fondly  hope  for  fome  reverfe  of  fate. 
Virtue  herfelf  would  now  return  too  late. 
Not  half  thy  courfe  of  mifery  is  run. 
Thy  greateft  evils  yet  are  fcarce  begun. 
Soon  ihall  thy  fons  (the  time  is  juftat  hand) 
Be  all  made  captives  in  their  native  land; 
When,  for  the  ufe  of  no  Hibernian  born. 
Shall  rife  one  blade  of  grafs,  one  ear  of  corn ; 
When  Ihells  and  leather  lliall  for  money  pafs. 
Nor  thy  oppreffing  lords  afi'ord  thee  brafs*. 
But  all  turn  leafers  to  that  f  mongrel  breed, 
^Yho,  from  thee  fprung,  yet  on  thy  vitals  feed  j 
Who  to  yon  ravenous  iHe  thy  treafures  bear. 
And  waftc  in  luxury  thy  harvefts  there; 
For  pride  and  ignorance  a  proverb  grov/n. 
The  jell  of  wits,  and  to  the  court  unknown. 

I  fcorn  thy  fpurious  and  degenerate  line. 
And  from  this  hour  my  patronage  refign. 

*  Wood's  ruinous  projed  in  1724.     Irish  En. 

■*-  The  abfcntees,   who  fpent  the  income  of  their  Iiiih  eftatcj, 
>lacef,  and  penCons,  in  England.     Irish  Ed. 

ON 
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ON  READING  DR.  YOUNG'S  SATIRES 

CALLED 

THE     UNIVERSAL     PASSION, 
BY    WHICH     HE     MEANS    PaiDE. 

1726. 

IF  there  be  truth  in  what  you  fing. 
Such  god-like  virtues  in  the  king; 
A  mini^'her*  fo  fill'd  with  zeal 
And  wirdom  for  the  common-weal : 
If  hef  who  in  the  chair  preSdes 
So  fteadily  the  fenate  guides : 
If  others,  whom  you  make  your  theme. 
Are  feconds  in  the  glorious  fcheme : 
If  ever}'  peer  whom  you  commend. 
To  worth  and  learning  be  a  friend : 
If  this  be  truth,  as  you  atteil. 
What  land  was  ever  half  fo  bicft  ? 
No  falfehood  now  among  the  great, 
And  tradefmen  now  no  longer  cheat; 
Now  on  the  bench  fair  Juftice  fnines. 
Her  fcale  to  neither  fide  Lnclines ; 
Now  Pride  and  Cruelt}^  are  flovvm. 
And  Mercy  here  exalts  her  throne : 

*  Sir  Robert  V/alpcle,  afterwards  earl  of  OrforJ, 

f  Sir   Spencer  Compton,   thea  fpeaker,   aftcr-.varJs  e.jrl    of 
WilfRington. 

E3  ^Of 
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For  fuch  is  good  example's  power. 
It  does  its  office  every  hour. 
Where  governors  are  good  and  wife  | 
Or  elfe  the  true  (I  maxim  lyes: 
For  fo  we  find  all  ancient  fages 
Decree,  that,  ad  exemplum  regis. 
Through  all  the  realm  his  virtues  run. 
Ripening  and  kindling  like  the  fun. 
If  this  be  true,  then  how  much  more 
When  you  have  nam'd  at  leafl  a  fcore 
Of  courtiers,  each  in  their  degree. 
If  poffible,  as  good  as  he? 

Cr  take  it  in  a  different  view. 
I  aflc  (if  what  you  fay  be  true) 
If  you  afhim  the  prefent  age 
Deferves  your  fatire's  keeneu  rage : 
If  that  fame  uni--verfal  pajjion 
With  every  vice  hath  fiU'd  the  nation : 
If  virtue  dares  not  venture  down 
A  frnglc  Hep  beneath  the  crown : 
If  clergymen,  to  fhew  their  wit, 
Praife  clajjlcks  more  than  holy  writ : 
If  bankrupts,  when  they  are  undone. 
Into  the  fenate-houfe  can  run. 
And  fell  their  votes  at  fuch  a  rate 
As  will  retrieve  a  lol^  eftate : 
If  law  be  fuch  a  partial  whore. 
To  fpare  the  rich,  and  plague  the  poor 
If.thefe  be  of  all  crimes  the  worfl. 
What  land  was  ever  half  fo  curfl  ? 
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OUOTH  the  thief  to  the  dog,  let  me  into  your  door. 
And  I  '11  give  you  thefc  delicate  bits. 
Quoth  the  dog,  I  Ihall  then  be  more  villain  than  you  're. 
And  befides  muft  be  out  of  my  wits. 

Your  delicate  bits  will  not  ferve  me  a  meal. 
But  my  mailer  each  day  gives  me  bread ; 

You  '11  fly,  when  you  get  what  you  came  here  to  fteal. 
And  I  muft  be  hang'd  in  your  ftead. 

The  ftock-jobber  thus  from  'Change-alley  goes  down. 

And  tips  you  the  freeman  a  wink ; 
Let  me  have  but  your  vote  to  ferve  for  the  town. 

And  here  is  a  guinea  to  drink. 

Says  the  freeman,  your  guinea  to-night  would  be  fpent! 

Your  offers  of  bribery  ceafe : 
1  '11  vote  for  my  landlord,  to  whom  I  pay  rent. 

Or  elfe  I  may  forfeit  my  leafe. 

From  London  they  come,  filly  people  to  choufe. 

Their  lands  and  their  faces  unknown : 
Who  'd  vote  a  rogue  into  the  parliamcnt-houfe. 

That  would  turn  a  man  out  of  his  own  ? 
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ADVICE 

TO  THE  GRUB-STREET  VERSE-WRITERS. 

1726. 

YE  poets  ragged  and  forlorn, 
Down  from  your  garrets  hafte ; 
Ye  rhymers  dead  as  foon  as  born. 
Not  yet  confign'd  to  pafte; 

I  know  a  trick  to  make  you  thrive; 

O,  'tis  a  quaint  device ; 
Your  ftiil-born  poems  fnall  revive. 

And  fcorn  to  wrap  up  fpice. 

Get  all  your  verfes  printed  fair, 

Then  let  them  well  be  dried ; 
And  Curll  muft  have  a  fpcciai  care 

To  leave  the  margin  wide. 

Lend  thefe  to  paper-fparing  *Pope; 

And  when  he  fits  to  write. 
No  letter  with  an  envelope 

Could  give  him  more  delight. 

When  Pope  has  filPd  the  margins  round, 

Why  then  recall  your  loan ; 
Sell  them  to  Curll  for  fifty  pound. 

And  fwear  they  are  your  own. 

*  The  original  copy  of  Mr.  Pope's  celebrated  trannation  of 
Homer  (prcferved  In  the  BritKh  Mufeum)  is  almoft  entirely  writ- 
ten on  the  covers  of  letters,  and  fcmetimes  betwceji  the  lines  of 
the  letters  thcmfelves.     N. 

TO 
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TO        A        LADY, 

Who    de£red    the    Author    to   write   feme    Verfcs 

upon  her  in  the  Heroic  Style. 

Written   at   London    in    1726. 

AFTER  venting  all  my  fpite. 
Tell  me,  what  have  I  to  write  ? 
Every  error  I  could  find 
Through  the  mazes  of  your  mind. 
Have  m.y  bufy  Mufe  employ'd 
Till  the  company  was  cloy'd. 
Are  you  pofitive  and  fretful, 
Heedlefs,  ignorant,  forgetful  ? 
Thofe,  and  twenty  follies  more, 
I  have  often  told  before. 

Hearken  what  my  lady  fays : 
Have  I  nothing  then  to  praife  ? 
Ill  it  fits  you  to  be  witty. 
Where  a  fault  fhould  move  your  pity. 
If  you  think  me  too  conceited. 
Or  to  paffion  quickly  heated ; 
If  my  wandering  head  be  lefs 
Set  on  reading  than  on  drefs ; 
If  I  always  feem  too  dull  t'  ye ; 
I  can  folve  the  difH — culty. 

You  would  teach  me  to  be  wife ; 
Truth  and  honour  how  to  prize  j 
How  to  fmne  in  converfation. 
And  with  credit  fill  my  Ilation ; 

How 
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How  to  relifn  notions  high  ; 
How  to  live,  and  how  to  die. 

But  it  was  decreed  by  fate — 
Mr.  Dean,  you  come  too  late. 
Well  I  know,  you  can  difcern, 
I  am  now  too  old  to  learn : 
Follies,  from  my  youth  inlHU'd, 
Have  my  foul  entirely  fiil'd ; 
In  my  head  and  heart  they  center. 
Nor  will  let  your  lelTons  enter. 

Bred  a  fondling  and  an  heirefs, 
Dreft  like  any  Lady  Mayoreis, 
Cocker'd  by  the  fervants  round. 
Was  too  good  to  touch  the  ground  ; 
Thought  the  life  of  every  lady 
Should  be  one  continual  play-day— 
Balls,  and  mafquerades,  and  fliows, 
Vifits,  plays,  and  powder'd  beaux. 

Thus  you  have  my  cafe  at  large. 
And  may  now  perform  your  charge. 
Thofe  materials  I  have  forni.li'd. 
When  by  you  reiin'd  and  burnifn'd, 
Muft,  that  all  the  world  may  know  'em. 
Be  reduc'd  into  a  Poem. 

But,  I  beg,  fufpend  a  while 
That  fame  paltry,  burlefque  ft)de  ; 
Drop  for  once  your  conllant  rule. 
Turning  all  to  ridicule ; 
Teaching  others  how  to  ape  you ; 
Court  nor  Parliament  can  'fcape  you ; 


Treat 
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Treat  the  publick  and  your  friends 
Both  alike,  while  neither  mends. 

Sing  my  praife  in  ftrain  fublime  : 
Treat  me  not  with  doggrel  rhyme.     ^ 
'Tis  but  juft,  you  Ihould  produce. 
With  each  fault,  each  fault's  excufe ; 
Not  to  publifh  every  trifle. 
And  my  few  perfections  ftifle. 
With  fome  gifts  at  leaft  endow  me. 
Which  my  very  foes  allow  me. 
Am  I  fpightful,  proud,  unjufl? 
Did  I  ever  break  my  truil  ? 
Which  of  all  our  modern  dames 
Cenfures  lefs,  or  lefs  defames  ? 
In  good  manners  am  I  faulty  ? 
Can  you  call  me  rude  or  haughty  ? 
Did  I  e*er  my  mite  withhold 
From  the  impotent  and  old  ? 
When  did  ever  i  omit 
Due  regard  for  men  of  wit? 
"When  have  I  efteem  exprefs'd 
For  a  coxcomb  gaily  drefs'd  ? 
Do  I,  like  the  female  tribe. 
Think  it  wit  to  fleer  and  gibe  ? 
V/ho  with  lefs  defigning  ends 
Kindlier  entertains  their  friends ; 
With  good  words.,  and  countenance  fprightly. 
Strives  to  treat  them  more  politely  ? 

Think  not  cards  my  chief  diverflon  : 
'Tis  a  wrong,  unjuil  afperlion  : 

Never 
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Never  knew  I  any  good  in  'em. 
But  to  dofe  my  head  like  laudanum. 
We  by  play,  as  men  by  drinking, 
Pafs  our  nights,  to  drive  out  thinking. 
From  my  ailments  give  me  ieifure, 
I  Ihall  read  and  think  with  pleafure  ; 
Converfation  learn  t^.  rslifh. 
And  v.'ith  books  my  mind  embellifh. 

Now,  methmks,  I  hear  you  cry, 
Mr.  Dean,  you  muft  reply. 

Madam,  I  allow  'tis  true  : 
All  thefe  praifes  are  your  due. 
You,  like  fome  acute  philofopher. 
Every  fault  have  drawn  a  glofs  over; 
Placing  in  the  flrongeft  light 
All  your  virtues  to  my  fight. 

Though  you  lead  a  blamelefs  life. 
Are  an  humble  prudent  v/ife, 
A.nfA'er  all  domellic  ends ; 
What  is  this  to  us  your  friends  ? 
Though  your  children  by  a  nod 
Stand  in  av/e  without  a  rod ; 
Though,  by  your  obliging  fvvay. 
Servants  love  you,  and  obey; 
Though  you  treat  us  with  a  fmile ; 
Clear  your  looks,  and  fmooth  your  Hyle ; 
Load  our  plates  from  every  diih  ; 
This  is  not  the  thing  we  vvilh. 

Colonel may  be  your  debtor ; 

Wc  expcd  employment  better. 

You 
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You  muft  learn,  if  you  would  gain  us. 
With  good  fenfe  to  entertain  us. 

Scholars,  when  good  fenfe  defcribing. 
Call  it  tafling  and  imbibing  : 
Metaphoric  meat  and  drink 
Is  to  underiland  and  think  : 
"We  may  carve  for  others  thus  j 
And  let  others  carve  for  us : 
To  difcourfe  and  to  attend. 
Is  to  ^e/j>  yourfelf  and  friend. 
Converfation  is  but  car-jing  ; 
Carve  for  all,  yourfeif  is  flarving  ; 
Give  no  more  to  every  guefl. 
Than  he  *s  able  to  digeft ; 
Give  him  always  of  the  prime. 
And  but  little  at  a  time. 
Car've  to  all  but  juil  enough  ; 
Let  them  neither  ftarve  nor  ftuif : 
And,  that  you  may  have  your  due. 
Let  your  neighbours  ccrve  for  you. 
This  comparifon  will  hold. 
Could  it  well  in  rhyme  be  told 
How  converfmg,  liftening,  thinking, 
Juilly  may  ref^mble  drinking  ; 
For  a  friend  a  glafs  you  fill. 
What  is  this  but  to  inftill  ? 

To  conclude  this  long  eflay  ; 
Pardon,  if  I  difobey  ; 
Nor,  againft  my  natural  vein. 
Treat  you  in  heroic  flrain. 
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I,  as  all  the  parifh  knows. 

Hardly  can  be  grave  in  profe  : 

Still  to  lafh,  and  lafhing  fmiie, 

III  befits  a  lofty  fcyle. 

From  the  planet  of  my  birth 

I  encounter  vice  with  mirth. 

Wicked  miiiiiters  of  ftate 

I  can  eafier  fcorn  than  hate  : 

And  I  find  it  anfwers  right ; 

Scorn  torments  them  more  than  fpight. 

All  the  vices  of  a  court 

X)o  but  ferve  to  make  me  fport. 

Where  I  in  fome  foreign  realm. 

Which  all  vices  overwhelm  ; 

jShould  a  monkey  wear  a  crown, 

Muft  I  tremble  at  his  frown  ? 

Could  I  not,  through  all  his  ermine. 

Spy  the  ftruttlng,  chattering  vermin  ? 

Safely  write  a  fmart  lampoon, 

To  expofe  the  briik  baboon*  ? 

When  my  Mufe  officious  ventures 
On  the  nation's  reprefenters : 
Teaching  by  what  golden  rules 
Into  knaves  they  turn  their  fools : 
Hovv'  the  helm  is  rul'd  by  Walpole, 
At  whofe  oars,  like  flaves,  they  all  pull ; 
Let  the  veilel  fpiit  on  fhelves ; 
With  the  freight  enrich  themfelves : 

*  This   poem,  for  an  obvious   reafon,   has  bern  mutilated  in 
jj»any  editions.  N. 

Safe 
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Safe  within  my  little  wherry. 

All  their  madnefs  makes  me  merry  : 

Like  the  watermen  of  Thames, 

I  row  by,  and  call  them  names ; 

Like  the  ever-laughing  fage. 

In  a  jeft  I  fpend  my  rage 

(Though  it  muil:  be  underftood, 

I  would  hang  them,  if  1  could) : 

If  I  can  but  fill  my  nitch, 

I  attempt  no  higher  pitch; 

Leave  to  D'Anvers  and  his  mate 

Pvlaxims  wife  to  rule  the  fi:ate. 

Pulteney  deep,  accomplilli'd  St.  Johns, 

Scourge  the  villains  with  a  vengeance  : 

Let  me,  though  the  fmeil  be  noifome. 

Strip  their  bums ;  let  *  Caleb  hoife  'emrj 

Then  apply  Aleiflo^s  whip. 

Till  they  wriggle,  hov,-l,  and  fkip. 

Deuce  is  in  you,  Mr.  Dean : 
What  can  all  this  paifion  mean  ? 
Mention  courts !  you  '11  ne'er  be  quiet 
On  corruptions  running  riot. 
End  as  it  befits  your  ftation  ; 
Come  to  ufe  and  application : 
Nor  with  fenates  keep  a  fufs. 
I  fubmit ;  and  anfwer  thus  : 

•  Caleb  D'Anvers  was  the  name  aflumed  by  Amhur/^,  the 
oftenTible  writer  of  The  Craftfmin,  This  unfortunate  man 
was  negleftcd  by  his  noble  patrons,  and  died  in  want  and  ob. 
fcurity.     N. 

If 
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If  the  machinations  brewing. 
To  complete  the  public  ruin. 
Never  once  could  have  the  power 
To  affeft  me  half  an  hour ; 
Sooner  would  I  vmte  in  buikins. 
Mournful  elegies  on  *Blueikins, 
If  I  laugh  at  Whig  and  Tory, 
I  conclude,  a  fortiori.., 
All  your  eloquence  will  fcarce 
Drive  me  from  my  favourite  farce. 
This  I  mufl  infill  on :  for,  as 
It  is  well  obferv'd  by  -f  Horace, 
Ridicule  hath  greater  power 
To  reform  the  world,  than  four. 
Horfes  thus,  let  jockies  judge  elfe. 
Switches  better  guide  than  cudgels. 
Bailings  heavy,  dry,  obtufe. 
Only  dulnefs  can  produce ; 
While  a  little  gentle  jerking 
^ets  the  fpirits  all  a- working. 

Thus,  I  find  it  by  experiment, 
Scoiiing  moves  you  lefs  than  merriment. 
I  may  It^rm  and  rage  in  vain; 
It  but  ilupifies  your  brain. 
But  with  railler)'  to  nettle. 
Sets  your  thoughts  upon  their  mettle ; 
Gives  imagination  fcope ; 
Never  lets  the  mind  elope  ; 

*  The  famous  thief,    who,    \vhil;l   on  his   tiiai   at    the  C'.l 
Bailey,  ftabbed  Jonathan  Wild,     N. 

•|-  "  Ridiculum  acri,  &:c."  Diiv'CS 
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Drives  oat  brangling  and  contention. 
Brings  in  reafon  and  invention. 
For  your  fake,  as  well  as  mine, 
I  the  lofty  ftyle  decline. 
I  fliould  make  a  figure  fcurvy. 
And  your  head  turn  topfy-tur-vy. 

I,  who  love  to  have  a  fling 
Both  at  fenate-houfe  and  king; 
That  they  might  fome  better  way  tread. 
To  avoid  the  public  hatred ; 
ITiought  no  method  more  commodious. 
Than  to  Ihew  their  vices  odious ; 
Which  I  chofe  to  make  appear. 
Not  by  anger,  but  a  fneer. 
As  my  method  of  reforming 
Is  by  laughing,  not  by  florming 
(For  my  friends  have  always  thought 
Tendernefs  my  greatefi  fault) ; 
Would  you  have  me  change  my  ftyle  ? 
On  your  faults  no  longer  fmile ; 
But,  to  patch  up  all  our  quarrels. 
Quote  you  texts  from  Plutarch's  Morals; 
Or  from  Solomon  produce 
Maxims  teaching  Wiidom's  ufe? 

If  I  treat  you  like  a  crown'd-h^ad. 
You  have  cheap  enough  compounded; 
Can  you  put-in  higher  claims. 
Than  the  owners  of  St.  James  ? 
You  are  not  fo  ereat  a  grievance. 
As  the  hirelingj  of  St.  Stephen's. 

Vol.  XLIil.  G  Yoi 
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You  are  of  a  lower  clafs 

Than  my  friend  Sir  Robert  Brafs. 

None  of  thefe  have  mercy  found ; 

I  have  laugh'd,  and  lafn'd  them  round. 

Have  you  feen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  would  fwear  it  pierc'd  the  fky : 
it  but  reach'd  the  middle  air, 
Burfting  into  pieces  there: 
Thoufand  fparkles  falling  down 
Light  on  many  a  coxcomb's  crown  l 
See  what  mirth  the  fport  creates ; 
Singes  hair,  but  breaks  no  pates. 
Thus,  fhould  I  attempt  to  climb. 
Treat  you  in  a  llyle  fublime, 
Such  a  rocket  is  m.y  Mufe: 
Should  I  lofty  numbers  choofe^ 
Ere  I  reach'd  Parnaflus*  top, 
I  fhould  burll,  and  buriling  drop ; 
All  my  Jire  would  fall  in  fcraps; 
Give  your  head  fome  gentle  raps ; 
Only  make  it  fmart  awhile : 
I'hen  could  I  forbear  to  fmile. 
When  I  found  the  tingling  pain 
Entering  warm  your  frigid  brain: 
Make  you  able  upon  fight 
To  decide  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Talk  with  fenfe  whate'er  you  pleafe  on  -; 
Learn  to  reliih  truth  and  reafon  ? 

Thus  we  both  ihall  gain  our  prize  •- 
I  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  wife. 

A  YOUx\G 
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A    YOUNG    LADY'S    COMPLAINT, 

FOR 

The  Stay  of  the  DEAN  in  ENGLAND.     1726. 

BLOW,  ye  Zephyrs,  gentle  gales  ; 
Gently  fill  the  fvvelling  fails. 
Neptune,  with  thy  trident  long. 
Trident  three-fork'd,  trident  flrong ; 
And  ye  Nereids  fair  and  gay. 
Fairer  than  the  rofe  in  May, 
Nereids  living  in  deep  caves. 
Gently  wafh'd  with  gentle  waves ; 
Nereids,  Neptune,  lull  afleep 
RuiHing  ftorms,  and  ruffled  deep; 
All  around,  in  pompous  ftate. 
On  this  richer  Argo  wait : 
Argo,  bring  my  Golden  Fleece; 
Argo,  bring  him  to  his  Greece. 
Will  Cadenus  longer  flay  ? 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  away; 
Come  with  all  the  hafte  of  love^ 
Come  unto  thy  turtle-dove. 
The  ripen'd  cherry  on  the  tree 
Kangs,  and  only  hangs  for  thee  ; 
Lufcious  peaches,  mellow  pears, 
Ceres  with  her  yellow  ears. 
And  the  grape,  both  red  and  white. 
Grape  infpiring  juil  delight; 

G2  All 
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All  are  ripe,  and  courting  fue 
To  be  pluck'd  and  prefs'd  by  you. 
Pinks  have  loft  their  blooming  red. 
Mourning  hang  their  drooping  head ; 
Every  flower  languid  feems. 
Wants  the  colour  of  thy  beams. 
Beams  of  wondrous  force  and  power. 
Beams  reviving  every  flower. 
Ccm.e,  Cadenus,  blefs  once  more, 
Blefs  again  thy  native  lliore; 
Blefs  again  this  drooping  ifle. 
Make  its  weeping  beauties  fmile. 
Beauties  that  thine  abfence  mourn. 
Beauties  v/ifhing  thy  return. 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  hafte. 
Come  before  the  winter's  blail: ; 
Swifter  than  the  lightning  fly; 
Or  I,  like  VaneflTa,  die. 


A    LETTER    TO    THE    DEAN, 

WHEN    IN    ENGLAND.     1726. 

^TOUwill  excufe  me,  I  fuppofe, 

J.     For  fending  rhyme  inilead  of  profe, 
Becaufc  hot  weather  makes  me  lazy; 
To  write  in  metre  is  more  eafy. 

While  you  are  trudging  London  town, 
I  'm  Urolling  Dublin  up  and  down ; 
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While  you  converfe  with  lords  and  dukes, 
I  have  their  betters  here,  my  books ; 
Fix'd  in  an  elbow-chair  at  eafe, 
I  choofe  companions  as  I  pleafe. 
I  *d  rather  have  one  fmgle  fhelf 
Than  all  my  friends,  except  yourfelf ; 
For,  after  all  that  can  be  faid. 
Our  bell  acquaintance  are  the  dead. 
While  you  're  in  raptures  with  Fauilina*  ; 
I  'm  charm'd  at  home  with  our  Sheelina. 
While  you  are  ftarving  there  in  ftate, 
I  'm  cramming  here  with  butchers  meat. 
You  fay,  when  with  thofe  lords  you  dine^ 
They  treat  you  with  the  bell  of  wine. 
Burgundy,  Cyprus,  and  Tokay ; 
Why  fo  can  we,  as  well  as  they. 
No  reafon  then,  my  dear  good  Dean, 
But  you  ihould  travel  home  again. 
What  though  you  may  n't  in  Ireland  hope 
To  find  fuch  folk  as  Gay  and  Pope ; 
If  you  with  rhymers  here  would  Ihare 
But  half  the  wit  that  you  can  fpare, 
I  'd  lay  twelve  eggs,  that,  in  twelve  days. 
You  'd  make  a  dozen  of  Popes  and  Gays. 

Our  weather  's  good,  our  fKy  is  clear ; 
We  've  every  joy,  if  you  were  here ; 
So  lofty  and  fo  bright  a  fky 
Was  never  feen  by  Ireland's  eye  1 


*   Signora  FauAina,  a  famous  Italian  Tingcr, 
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I  think  it  fit  to  let  you  know. 

This  week  I  fhall  to  Quiica  go ; 

To  fee  M'Fayden's  horny  brothers 

Firft  fuck,  and  after  bull  their  mothers-; 

To  fee,  alas  1  my  wither'd  trees ! 

To  fee  what  all  the  country  fees ! 

My  ftunted  quicks,  my  famifh'd  beeves. 

My  fervants  fuch  a  pack  of  thieves ; 

My  fhatter'd  firs,  my  blafted  oaks. 

My  houfe  in  common  to  all  folks ; 

No  cabbage  for  a  fmgle  fnail. 

My  turnips,  carrots,  parfnips,  fail;  » 

My  no  green  peas,  my  few  green  fprouts; 

My  mother  ahvays  in  the  pouts; 

My  horfes  rid,  or  gone  aflray; 

My  fifh  all  ftol'n,  or  run  away ; 

My  mutton  lean,  my  pullets  old. 

My  poultry  ftarv'd,  the  corn  all  fold. 

A  man,  come  now  from  Quilca,  fays, 
"  They  've*  fioPn  the  locks  from  aH  your  keys  :** 
But,  what  muft  fret  and  vex  me  more. 
He  fays,  "  They  ftole  the  keys  before. 
"  They  've  ftol'n  the  knives  from  all  the  forks; 
"  And  half  the  cows  from  half  the  fturks." 
Nay  more,  the  fellow  fwears  and  vows, 
**  They  've  ftol'n  the  fturks  from  half  the  cows :" 

*  Ti)ry  is  the  grand  thief  of  the  county  of  Cavan  j  fjr  what- 
ever is  ftolen,  if  you  enquire  of  a  fervant  about  it,  the  anfwcr  is, 
•*  Ti'f/  have  ftolen  it."     Favljcnir. 

With 
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Vrith  many  more  accounts  of  woe. 
Yet,  though  the  devil  be  there,  I  '11  go : 
■^Twixt  you  and  me,  the  reafon  's  clear, 
Becaufe  I  've  more  vexation  here. 


P      A      L      I      N      O      D      I      A; 

HORACE,    BOOK  I.    ODE  XVI. 

GREAT  Sir,  than  Pha;bus  more  divine, 
Whofe  verfes  far  his  rays  out-fliine. 
Look  down  upon  your  quondam  foe; 
•Oh !  let  me  never  write  again, 
J. f  e'er  I  difoblige  you.  Dean, 
Should  you  compaffion  fhow. 

Take  thofe  lambicks  which  I  wrote. 
When  anger  made  me  piping  hot. 

And  give  them  to  your  cook. 
To  {mgc  your  fowl,  or  fave  your  pafte. 
The  next  time  when  you  have  a  feafl ; 

They  '11  fave  you  many  a  book. 

To  burn  them,  you  are  not  content ; 
i  give  you  then  my  free  confent. 

To  fmk  them  in  the  harbour : 
L^not,  they  '11  ferve  to  fet  off  blocks, 
To  roll  on  pipes,  and  twifl  in  locks; 

So  give  them  to  your  barber. 

G  4  Or, 
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Or,  when  you  next  your  phyiick  take, 
I  muft  intreat  you  txhen  to  make 

A  proper  applicaiion  ; 
'Tis  what  I  've  done  myfelf  before. 
With  Dan's  fine,  thoughts,  and  many  more. 

Who  gave  me  provocation. 

What  cannot  mighty  anger  do  ? 

It  makes  the  weak  the  flrong  purfue, 

A  goofe  attack  a  fwan ; 
It  makes  a  woman,  tooth  and  nail, 
Ker  hulband's  hands  and  face  alTail, 

While  he  's  no  longer  man. 

Though  fome,  we  find,  are  more  difcreet. 
Before  the  world  are  wondrous  fweet. 

And  let  their  huibands  hector : 
But,  when  the  world  's  aileep,  they  wake. 
That  is  the  time  they  choofe  to  fpeak ; 

Witnefs  the  curtain-lefture. 

Such  was  the  cafe  with  you,  I  find : 
All  day  you  could  conceal  your  mind; 

But  when  St.  Patrick's  chimes 
Awak'd  your  Mufe  (my  midnight  curfe, 
Wh-n  I  engag'd  for  better  for  worfe). 

You  fcjlded  with  your  rhymes. 

Have  done!  have  done!  I  quit  the  field; 
To  you,  as  to  my  wife,  I  yield : 

As  fhe  mult  wear  the  breeches; 
So  fhall  you  wear  the  laurel-crown. 
Win  it,  and  wear  it,  'tis  your  own; 

The  poet's  only  riches.  B  E  C  '  S 
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EEC'S      BIRTH-DAY. 

November  8,   1726. 

THIS  day,  dear  Bee,  is  thy  nativity ; 
Had  Fate  a  luckier  one,  ihe  'd  give  it  ye : 
She  chofe  a  thread  of  greatefl  length. 
And  doubly  twifted  it  for  flrength ; 
Nor  will  be  able  with  her  (hears 
To  cut  it  OiF  thefe  forty  years. 
Then  who  lays  care  will  kill  a  cat  ? 
Rebecca  fhews  they  're  out  in  that. 
For  fne,  though  over- run  with  care. 
Continues  healthy,  fat,  and  fair. 

As,  if  the  gout  fhould  feize  the  head, 
Dodors  pronounce  the  patient  dead ; 
But,  if  they  can,  by  all  their  arts, 
Ejed  it  to  th'  extremeft  parts. 
They  give  the  Tick  man  joy,  and  praife 
The  gout,  that  will  prolong  his  days  ; 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  greet. 
Who  drives  her  cares  to  hands  and  feet : 
For,  though  philofophers  maintain 
The  limbs  are  guided  by  the  brain. 
Quite  contrary  Rebecca  's  led. 
Her  hands  and  feet  conduct  her  head. 
By  arbitrary  power  convey  her ; 
She  ne'er  conliders  why,  or  where  : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  wander, 
Her  head  is  but  a  mere  by-flander ; 

And 


so  S  V/  I  F  T  '  S     POEMS. 

And  all  her  bufUing  but  fupplies 
The  part  of  wholfomeexercife. 
Thus  nature  hath  refolv'd  to  pay  her 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  the  care. 

Long  may  ihe  live,  and  help  her  friends 
Whene'er  it  fuits  her  private  ends  j 
Domeftic  bufinefs  never  mind 
Till  coffee  has  her  llomach  lin'd ; 
But,  when  her  breakfaft  gives  her  courage. 
Then  think  on  Stella's  chicken-porridge  ; 
I  mean  when  Tiger*  has  been  ferv'd. 
Or  elfe  poor  Stella  may  be  flarv'd. 

May  Bee  have  many  an  evening  nap. 
With  Tiger  flabbering  in  her  lap ; 
But  always  take  a  fpecial  care 
She  does  not  overfet  the  chair  ! 
Still  be  fhe  curious,  never  hearken 
To  any  fpeech  but  Tiger's  barking  ! 

And  when  fne  's  in  another  fcene, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  firft  the  Pean, 
May  fortune  and  her  coffee  get  her 
Companions  that  may  pleafe  her  better  ! 
Whole  afternoons  will  fit  befide  her. 
Nor  for  negledls  or  blunders  chide  her, 
A  goodly  fet  as  can  be  found 
Of  hearty  goffips  prating  round ; 
Frefh  from  a  wedding  or  a  chriftening. 
To  teach  her  ears  the  art  of  lillening. 

*  Mrs.  Dingle) 's  favourite  lap-dog.     See  next  page. 

And 
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And  pleafe  her  more  to  hear  them  tattle. 
Than  the  Dean  ftorm,  or  Stella  rattle. 
Late  be  her  death,  one  gentle  nod. 
When  Hermes,  waiting  with  his  rod. 
Shall  to  Elyfian  fields  invite  her. 
Where  there  ihall  be  no  cares  to  fright  her  ! 

ON     THE     COLLAR     OF    TIGER, 

MRS.     DINGLEY'S     LAP-DOG. 

PRAY  fteal  me  not;  I  'm  Mrs.  Dingley's, 
Whofe  heart  in  this  four-footed  thing  lies. 


EPIGRAMS     ON    WINDOWS. 

Moll  of  them  written  in  1726. 
I.     On   a  Window  at   an   In  n, 

WE  fly  from  luxury  and  wealth. 
To  hardlhips,  in  purfuit  of  health ; 
-From  generous  wines  and  coftly  fare. 

And  doiing  in  an  eafy  chair; 

Purfue  the  Goddefs  Health  in  vain. 

To  find  her  in  a  country  fcene. 

And  every  where  her  footfteps  trace. 

And  fee  her  marks  in  every  face; 

And  ftill  her  favourites  we  meet, 
•  Crouding  the  roads  with  naked  feet. 

But,  oh !  fo  faintly  we  purfue. 

We  ne'er  can  have  her  in  full  view, 

11.  At 
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II.     At  an  Inn  in  England. 

THE  glafs,  by  lovers  nonfenfe  blurr'd;, 
Dims  and  obfcures  our  fight : 
So  when  our  palfions  Love  hath  llirr'd. 
It  darkens  Reafon's  light. 

III.     Another. 

TH  E  church  and  clergy  here,  no  doubts 
Are  very  near  a-kin ; 
Both  weather-beaten  are  without. 
And  empty  both  within. 

IV.     At  Chester. 

Y  landlord  is  civil. 
But  dear  as  the  d — 1 : 
Your  pockets  grow  empty. 
With  nothing  to  tempt  ye : 
The  wine  is  fo  four, 
'Twill  give  you  a  fcour ; 
The  beer  and  the  ale. 
Are  mingled  with  flale ; 
The  veal  is  fuch  carrion, 
A  dog  would  be  weary  on. 
All  this  I  have  felt. 
For  1  live  on  a  fmelt. 


V.  Anothc;, 
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V.     Another,  in  Chester. 

THE  walls  of  this  town 
Are  full  of  renown. 
And  llrangers  delight  to  walk  round  'em  : 
But  as  for  the  dwellers. 
Both  buyers  and  fellers. 
For  me,  you  may  hang  'em,  or  drown  'em. 

VI.     Another,  at  Holyhead*. 

O  NEPTUNE  !  Neptune  !  muft  I  ftill 
Be  here  detain'd  againft  my  will  ? 
Is  this  your  juftice,  when  I  'm  come 
Above  two  hundred  miles  from  home? 
O'er  mountains  fteep,  o'er  dufry  plains. 
Half  choak'd  with  duil,  half  drown'd  with  rains ; 
Only  your  godihip  to  implore. 
To  let  me  kifs  your  other  (hore  ? 
A  boon  fo  fmall !  but  I  may  weep. 
While  you  're,  like  Baal,  fail  afleep. 

Yll.     Another,  •  written    upon    a   Window   where 
there  was  no  Wr i ting  before. 

THANKS  to  my  liars,  I  once  can  fee 
A  window  here  from  fcribbling  free : 
Here  no  conceited  coxcombs  pafs. 
To  fcratch  their  paltry  drabs  on  glafs ; 
Nor  party-fool  is  calling  names. 
Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  James. 

*  Thefe  verfes  are  figned  J—  K — ,  but  written,  as  It  Is  pre 
fumed,  in  Dr.  Swift's  hand. 

VHI.   On 
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VIII.     On  feeing  Verses  written   upon  Windov/s 
at  Inns. 

THE  fage  who  faid  he  fhould  be  proud 
Of  windows  in  his  breaft, 
Becaufe  he  ne'er  a  thought  allow'd 
That  might  not  be  confell ; 

His  window  fcrawPd  by  every  rak€. 

His  breail  again  would  cover  j 
And  fairly  bid  the  devil  take 

The  diamond  and  the  lover. 


B 


IX.     Another. 


Y  Satan  taught,  all  conjurers  know 


Your  millrefs  in  a  glafs  to  Ihow, 

A.nd  you  can  do  as  much : 
In  this  the  devil  and  you  agree  : 
None  e'er  made  verfes  worfe  than  he. 

And  thine  I  f^vear  are  fuch. 

X.     Another. 

THAT  love  is  the  devil,  I  '11  prove  v»'hen  requir'd; 
Thofe  rhymers  abundantly  (how  it : 
They  fwear  that  they  all  by  love  are  infpir'd. 
And  the  devil  's  a  damnable  poet. 

TO 


[     95     ] 
TO  JAMUS,  ON  NEW-YEAR'S-DAY. 

TWO-fac'd  Janus,  god  of  Time  ! 
Be  my  Phcebus  while  I  rhyme ; 
To  oblige  your  crony  Swift, 
Bring  our  dame  a  new-year's-gift ; 
She  has  got  but  half  a  face : 
Janus,  fmce  thou  haft  a  brace. 
To  my  lady  once  be  kind ; 
Give  her  half  thy  face  behind. 

God  of  Time,  if  you  be  wife. 
Look  not  with  your  future  eyes ; 
What  imports  thy  forward  fight  ? 
Well,  if  you  could  lofe  it  quite. 
Can  you  take  delight  in  viewing 
This  poor  *IIIe's  approaching  ruin,. 
When  thy  retrofpeftion  vafl: 
Sees  the  glorious  ages  paft  ? 
Happy  nation,  were  we  blind. 
Or  had  only  eyes  behind  ! 

Drown  your  morals,  madam  cries, 
I  '11  have  none  but  forward  eyes ; 
Prudes  decay'd  about  may  tack. 
Strain  their  necks  with  looking  back. 
Give  me  Time  when  coming  on  : 
Who  regards  him  v/hen  he  's  gone  ? 
By  the  Dean  though  gravely  told , 
New  years  help  to  make  me  old ; 
Yet  I  find  a  new  year's  lace 
Burniihes  an  old  year's  face : 
Give  me  velvet  and  quadrille. 
I  '11  have  youth  and  beauty  Hill. 

*  Ireland,  A  PAS- 
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A    PASTORAL    DIALOGUE, 
Written  after   the   News   of  the  *Kh-ig's  Death. 

Richmond-lodge  is  a  houfe  with  a  fmall  park  be- 
longing to  the  Crown.  It  was  ufually  granted  by  the 
Crown  for  a  leafe  of  years.  The  Duke  of  Ormoiid 
was  the  laft  who  had  it.  After  his  exile,  it  was 
given  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  by  the  King.  The 
Prince  and  Princefs  ufually  paffed  their  fummer  there. 
It  is  within  a  mile  of  Richmond. 

Marble-hill  is  a  houfe  built  by  Mrs,  Howard,  then 
of  the  bed-chamber,  now  Countefs  of  Suffolk,  and 
groom  of  the  ftole  to  the  Queen.  It  is  on  the  Mid- 
dlefex  fide,  near  Twickenham,  where  Mr.  Pope 
lived,  and  about  two  miles  from  Richmond-lodge. 
Mr.  Pope  was  the  contriver  of  the  gardens.  Lord 
Herbert  the  architeft,  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  chief 
butler  and  keeper  of  the  Ice-hcufe.  Upon  King 
George's  death,  thefe  two  houfes  met,  and  had  the 
following  Dialogue. 

N  fpite  of  Pope,  in  fpite  of  Gay, 
And  all  that  he  or  they  can  fay. 
Sing  on  I  muft,  and  fing  I  will 
Of  P.ichmond-lodge  and  Marble-hill. 

*    George  1.  who  died  af.er  a  fhort  ficknefs  by  eating  a  rr^elon, 

at  Ofnaburj,  in    his  way   to  Hanover,  June  ii,     17-7 The 

poem  was  carried  to  court,  and   read    t:>  King  George  il.   and 
Queen  Carul.nc. 

Laft 
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Laft  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  ufe. 
This  couple  met  to  talk  of  news : 
For  by  old  proverbs  it  appears. 
That  walls  have  tongues,  and  hedges  ears. 

Marble-hill. 
Quoth  Marble-hill,  right  well  I  ween. 
Your  millrefs  now  is  grown  a  queen  : 
You  '11  find  it  foon  by  woeful  proof; 
She  '11  come  no  more  beneath  your  roof. 

Richmond-lodge. 
The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces. 
That  we  fhould  put  no  truft  in  princes  :     . 
My  royal  mafter  promis'd  me 
To  raife  me  to  a  high  degree; 
But  he  's  now  grown  a  king,  God  wot, 
I  fear  I  fhall  be  foon  forgot. 
You  fee,  when  folks  have  got  their  ends. 
How  quickly  they  negled  their  friends ; 
Yet  I  may  fay,  'twixt  me  and  you. 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  true  I 

Marble-hill. 
My  houfe  was  built  but  for  a  ihow. 
My  lady's  empt)^  pockets  know ; 
And  now  Ihe  will  not  have  a  lliilling. 
To  raife  the  flairs,  or  build  the  cieling ; 
For  all  the  courtly  madams  round 
Now  pay  four  fliillings  in  the  pound  : 
^Tis  come  to  what  I  always  thought : 
My  dame  is  hardly  v/orth  a  groat. 

Vol.  XLIII,  H  Had 
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Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  born, 
We  Hiould  not  thus  have  lain  forlorn : 
For  thofe  we  dextrous  courtiers  call. 
Can  rHe  upon  their  mafters'  fall ; 
But  we,  unlucky  and  unwife, 
yixiitfall  becauie  our  mailers  rife, 

Richmond- LODGE. 
My  matter,  fcarce  a  fortnight  fmce. 
Was  grown  as  wealthy  as  a  prince  ; 
But  now  it  will  be  no  fuch  thing. 
For  he  '11  be  poor  as  any  king  ; 
And  by  his  crown  will  nothing  get, 
'  But  like  a  king  to  run  in  debt. 

Marble-hill. 
No  more  the  Dean,  tnat  grave  divine. 
Shall  keep  the  key  of  my  no — wine  ; 
My  ice-houfe  rob,  as  heretofore. 
And  Ileal  my  artichokes  no  more ; 
Poor  Patty  Blount  no  more  be  feen 
Bedraggled  in  my  walks  fo  green : 
Plump  Johnny  Gay  will  now  elope  ; 
And  here  no  more  will  dangle  Pope. 

Richmond- LODGE. 
Here  wont  the  Dean,  when  he  's  to  feek. 
To  fpunge  a  breakfafl  once  a  week  ; 
To  cry  the  bread  was  dale,  and  mutter 
Complaints  againil  the  royal  butter. 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  faid. 
No  butter  flicks  upon  his  bread. 

We 


A    PASTORAL    DIALOGUE;        9^ 

We  foon  ftiall  find  Kim  full  of  fpleen. 
For  want  of  tattling  to  the  queen  ; 
Stunning  her  royal  ears  with  talking ; 
His  revr-rence  and  her  highnefs  walking : 
Whilft  lady  Charlotte*,  like  a  ftroller. 
Sits  mounted  on  the  garden-roller. 
A  goodly  fight  to  fee  her  ride 
With  ancient  Mirmontf  at  her  iide. 
In  velvet  cap  his  head  lies  warm ; 
His  hat  for  fhow  beneath  his  arm. 

Marble-hill. 
Some  South-Sea  broker  from  the  city 
Will  purchafe  me,  the  more  's  the  pity  ; 
Lay  all  my  fine  plantations  wafte. 
To  fit  them  to  his  vulgar  tafte : 
Chang'd  for  the  worfe  in  every  part. 
My  mafler  Pope  will  break  his  heart. 

Richmond-lodge. 
In  my  ov^^n  Thames  may  I  be  drownded. 
If  e'er  I  ftoop  beneath  a  crown'd-head : 
Except  her  majefty  prevails 
To  place  me  with  the  prince  of  \Vales ; 
And  then  ihall  I  be  free  from  fears. 
Tor  he  '11  be  prince  thefe  fifty  years. 
I  then  will  turn  a  courtier  too. 
And  ferve  the  times,  as  others  do. 

*  Lady  Charlotte  dc  RouflV,  a  French  lady. 

^  Marf^uis  de  Mirmont,  a  French  man  of  quality. 

H  z  Plain 
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Plain  loyalty,  not  built  en  hope, 
I  leave  to  your  contriver.  Pope : 
None  loves  his  king  and  country  better. 
Yet  none  was  ever  lefs  their  debtor. 

Marble-hill. 
Thsn  let  him  come  and  take  a  nap 
In  fummer  on  my  verdant  lap  ; 
Prefer  our  villas,  where  the  Thames  isj 
To  Kenfmgton,  or  hot  St.  James's : 
Nor  Ihall  I  dull  in  filence  fit ; 
For  'tis  to  me  he  owes  his  wit ; 
My  groves,  my  echoes,  and  my  birds^ 
Have  taught  him  his  poetic  words. 
We  gardens,  and  you  v/ildernefTes, 
Affift  all  poets  in  diftrefies. 
Him  twice  a  week  I  here  expedl. 
To  rattle  Moody*  for  negledl ; 
An  idle  rogue,  who  fpends  his  quartridgc 
In  tippling  at  the  Dcg  and  partridge  \ 
And  I  can  hardly  get  him  down 
Three  times  a  week  to  bruih  my  gown« 

RiCHMOND-T  ODGE. 

I  pity  you,  dear  Marble-hill; 
But  hope  to  fee  you  flourifh  ftill. 
All  happinefs — and  fo  adieu. 

Marble-hill. 
Kind  Richmond-lodge,  the  fame  to  you, 

*  The  gardener. 

DESIRE 
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DESIRE     AND      POSSESSION.     1727. 

J  '^  s  ^I S  ftrange,  what  different  thoughts  infpire 

JL      In  men,  PofTeiTion  and  Defire  ! 
Think  what  they  wifh  fo  great  a  bleffing ; 
So  difappointed  when  pofTefling  ! 

A  moralift  profoundly  fage 
(I  know  not  in  what  book  or  page. 
Or  whether  o'er  a  pot  of  ale) 
Related  thus  the  following  tale. 

PofTeffion,  and  Defire  his  brother. 
But  ftill  at  variance  with  each  other. 
Were  feen  contending  in  a  race ; 
And  kept  at  iirfh  an  equal  pace  : 
'Tis  fiid  their  ccurfc  continued  long  ; 
For  this  was  adlive,  that  was  llrong : 
Till  Envy,  Slander,  Sloth,  and  Doubt, 
Mifled  them  many  a  league  about. 
Seduc'd  by  fome  deceiving  light. 
They  take  the  wrong  v/ay  for  the  right ; 
Through  flippery  by-roads  dark  and  deep, 
They  often  climb,  and  often  creep. 

Deiire,  the  fwifter  of  the  two. 
Along  the  plain  like  lightning  flew; 
Till,  entering  on  a  broad  high-w?y, 
"Where  po^ver  and  tii/es  fcatter'd  lay^ 
He  ftrove  to  pick  up  all  he  found. 
And  by  excurfions  loll  his  ground : 
No  fooner  got,  than  with  difdain 
He  threw  them  on  the  ground  again ; 

H  -,  And 


%  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

And  hafted  forward  to  purfue 
Frelli  objecls  fairer  to  his  view. 
In  hope  to  fpring  fome  nobler  game  ; 
But  all  he  took  was  juft  the  fame  : 
Too  fcornful  now  to  flop  his  pace. 
He  fpurn'd  them  in  his  rival's  face, 

PoiTeffion  kept  the  beaten  road. 
And  gather'd  all  his  brother  ftrow'd; 
But  overcharg'd,  and  out  of  wind. 
Though  firong  in  limbs,  he  lagg'd  beliindr 

Defire  had  now  the  goal  in  fight : 
It  was  a  tower  of  monflrous  height. 
Where  on  the  fummit  Fortune  Itands, 
A  crown  and  fceptre  in  her  hands ; 
Beneath,  a  chafm  as  deep  as  hell. 
Where  many  a  bold  adventurer  fell, 
Defire  in  rapture  gaz'd  awhile. 
And  faw  the  treacherous  goddefs  fmile ; 
But,  as  he  climb'd  to  grafp  the  crown. 
She  knock'd  him  with  the  fceptre  down. 
He  tumbled  in  the  gulph  profound. 
There  doom'd  to  whirl  an  endlefs  round, 

Poffefiion's  load  v/as  grown  fo  great. 
He  funk  beneath  the  cumberous  weight : 
And,  as  he  now  expiring  lay. 
Flocks  every  ominous  bird  of  prey  ; 
The  raven,  vulture,  owl,  and  kite. 
At  once  upon  his  carcafe  light. 
And  ftrip  his  hide,  and  pick  his  bones, 
Regardlcfs  of  his  dying  groans. 


ON 
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ON      CENSURE.      1727. 

YE  wife,  inftruft  me  to  endure 
An  evil  which  admits  no  cure ; 
Or  how  this  evil  can  be  borne. 
Which  breeds  at  once  both  hate  and  fcorn. 
Bare  innocence  is  no  fupport. 
When  you  are  try'd  in  Scandal's  court. 
Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit : 
All  others  who  inferior  fit. 
Conceive  themfelves  in  confcience  bound 
To  join,  and  drag  you  to  the  ground. 
Your  altitude  oiFends  the  eyes 
Of  thofe  who  want  the  power  to  rife. 
The  world,  a  willing  ftander-by. 
Inclines  to  aid  a  fpecious  lye ; 
Alas !  they  would  not  do  you  wrong; 
But  all  appearances  are  ilrong  I 

Yet  whence  proceeds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detracting  oeople  fay  ? 
For  let  mankind  difcharge  their  tongues 
In  venom,  till  tney  bunt  tneir  lungs. 
Their  utmoll  mahce  cannot  make 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  linger  ake  ; 
Nor  fpoil  your  ihape,  diilort  your  face. 
Or  put  one  feature  out  of  place; 
Nor  will  you  find  your  fortune  fmk 
By  what  they  fpeak  or  what  they  think; 
Nor  can  ten  hundred  thoufand  lyes 
Make  you  Icfs  virtuous,  learn'd,  or  wife. 

The  moll  efFeciual  way  to  baulk 
Their  malice,  is— to  let  them  talk. 

H  4  THE 
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THE      FURNITURE 
OF     A     WOMAN'S     MIND.     1727, 

A  SET  of  phrafes  learnt  by  rote; 
A  paffion  for  a  fcarlet-coat ; 
When  at  a  play,  to  laugh,  or  cry. 
Yet  cannot  tell  the  reafon  why ; 
Never  to  hold  her  tongue  a  minute. 
While  all  fhe  prates  has  nothing  in  it ; 
Whole  hours  can  with  a  coxcomb  fit. 
And  take  his  nonlenfe  all  for  wit ; 
Her  learning  mounts  to  read  a  fong. 
But  half  the  v/ords  pronouncing  wrong  j 
Hath  every  repartee  in  fcore 
She  fpoke  ten  thoufand  times  before  j 
Can  ready  compliments  fupply 
On  all  occafions,  cut  and  dry ; 
Such  hatred  to  a  parfon's  gown. 
The  fight  will  put  her  in  a  fwoon ; 
For  ccnverfation  well  endued. 
She  calls  it  witty  to  be  rude  ; 
And,  placing  raillery  in  railing. 
Will  tell  aloud  your  greateft  failing ; 
Nor  make  a  fcruple  to  expofe 
Your  ba'.idy  leg,  or  crooked  nofe ; 
Can  at  her  morning  tea  run  o'er 
The  fcandal  of  the  day  before ; 

Improving 
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Improving  hourly  in  her  Ikill 

To  cheat  and  wrangle  at  quadrille. 

In  choofing  lace,  a  critick  nice. 
Knows  to  a  groat  the  loweft  price; 
Can  in  her  female  clubs  difpute. 
What  linen  bell  the  filk  will  fuit. 
What  colours  each  complexion  match. 
And  where  with  art  to  place  a  patch . 

If  chance  a  moufe  creeps  in  her  fight. 
Can  finely  counterfeit  a  fright; 
So  fweetly  fcreams,  if  it  comes  near  her. 
She  ravifhes  all  hearts  to  hear  her. 
Can  dextroufly  her  hufband  teafe. 
By  taking  fits  whene'er  ihe  pleafe ; 
By  frequent  praftice  learns  the  trick 
At  proper  feafons  to  be  fick  ; 
Thinks  nothing  gives  one  airs  fo  pretty. 
At  once  creating  love  and  pity. 
If  Molly  happens  to  be  carelefs. 
And  but  neglefts  to  warm  her  hair-lace. 
She  gets  a  cold  as  fure  as  death. 
And  vows  fhe  fcarce  can  fetch  her  breath; 
Admires  how  modell  women  can  ■ 

Be  fo  robujlious,  like  a  man. 

In  party,  furious  to  her  power; 
A  bitter  Whig,  or  Tory  four ; 
Her  arguments  diredlly  tend 
Againft  the  fide  fhe  would  defend ; 
Will  prove  herfelf  a  Tory  plain. 
From  principles  the  Whigs  maintain; 

And, 
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And,  to  defend  the  Whiggilh  caufe. 
Her  topicks  from  the  Tories  draws. 

O  yes !  if  any  man  can  find 
More  virtues  in  a  woman's  mind. 
Let  them  be  fent  to  Mrs.  Harding* ; 
She  '11  pay  the  charges  to  a  farthing ; 
Take  notice,  fhe  has  my  commiiTion 
To  add  them  in  the  next  edition ; 
They  may  out-fell  a  better  tiling : 
So,  halloo,  boys  j  God  fave  the  king ! 

CLEVER      TOM      CLINCH 

GOING    TO    BE    HANGED.     1727. 

AS  clever  Tom  Clinch,  while  the  rabble  was  bawling. 
Rode  ftately  through  Holbourn  to  die  in  his  calling. 
He  ftopt  at  The  George  for  a  bottle  of  fack. 
And  promis'd  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  back. 
His  waifccoat,  and  ftockings,  and  breeches,  were  white; 
His  cap  had  a  new  cherry  riband  to  tye  't. 
The  maids  to  the  doors  and  the  balconies  ran. 
And  faid,  "  Lack-a-day !  he  's  a  proper  young  man  1" 
But,  as  from  the  windows  the  ladies  he  fpy'd. 
Like  a  beau  in  the  box,  he  bow'd  low  on  each  fide ; 
And,  when  his  lail  fpeech  the  loud  hawkers  did  cry. 
He  fwore  from  his  cart,  "  It  was  all  a  damn'd  lye!" 
The  hangman  for  pardon  fell  down  on  his  knee ; 
Tom  gave  him  a  kick  in  the  guts  for  his  fee : 

*  Widow  of  John  Harding,  the  Drapicr's  printer.     N. 

Then 
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Then  faid,  I  muft  fpeak  to  the  people  a  little ; 
But  I  '11  fee  you  all  damn'd  before  I  will  *<whittle. 
My  honeft  friend  f  Wild  may  he  long  hold  his  place. 
He  lengthen'd  my  life  with  a  whole  year  of  grace. 
Take  courage,  dear  comrades,  and  be  not  afraid. 
Nor  flip  this  occafxon  to  follow  your  trade  ; 
My  confcience  is  clear,  and  my  fpirits  are  calm. 
And  thus  I  go  off  without  prayer-book  or  pfalm; 
Then  follow  the  praflice  of  clever  Tom  Clinch, 
Who  hung  like  a  hero,  and  never  would  flinch. 

DR.     SWIFT    TO    MR.     POPE, 

WHILE  HE  WAS    WRITING  THE  DUNCIAD, 

POPE  has  the  talent  well  to  fpeak. 
But  not  to  reach  the  ear ; 
His  loudeft  voice  is  low  and  weak. 

The  Dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 
Awhile  they  on  each  other  look. 

Then  diiFerent  ftudies  chufe : 
The  Dean  fits  plodding  on  a  book; 

Pope  walks,  and  courts  the  Mufe. 
Now  backs  of  letters^,  though  defign'd 

For  thofe  who  more  will  need  'em. 
Are  fill'd  with  hints,  and  int^rlin'd, 

Himfelf  can  hardly  read  'em. 

*  A  cant  word  for  confefTing  at  the  gallows. 
•j-  The  noted  thief-catcher,  under-keeper  of  Newgate,  who  was 
hanged  for  receiving  fbolen  goods. 

J  An  allufion  ao  the  linguiarity  mentioned  p.  yz.     N. 

Each 
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Each  atom  by  fome  other  ftruck 
All  turns  and  motions  tries : 

Till,  in  a  lump  together  ftuck. 
Behold  a  Poem  rife ! 

Yet  to  the  Dean  his  fhare  allct; 

He  claims  it  by  a  canon  ; 
^hat  nvithout  <vjhich  a  thing  is  not, 

Is,  cau/a  Jine  qua  non. 

Thus,  Pope,  in  vain  you  boaft  your  wit; 

For,  had  our  deaf  Divine 
Been  for  your  converfation  fit. 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 

Of  Sherlock*  thus,  for  preaching  fam'd. 

The  Sexton  reafon'd  well; 
And  juftly  half  the  merit  claim'dj 

Becaufe  he  rang  the  bell. 


A      LOVE       POEM 

FROM    A    PHYSICIAN    TO    HIS    MISTRESS. 

Written  at  London  in  the  Year  1727. 

BY  Poets  we  are  well  affur'd 
That  Love,  alas !  can  ne'er  be  citr^d : 
A  comphcated  heap  of  ilhy 
Defpiling  hcluses  and  pills, 

*■  The  Dean  of  St,  Paul's,  father  to  the  blihop.  N, 

Ah  I 
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Ah  !  Chloe,  this  '  find  is  true. 

Since  firft  1  gave  my  heart  to  you. 

No>v,  by  your  cruelty  hard-boundy 

I  ftrain  my  guis,  my  colon  wound. 

NoA'  jealoufy  my  grumblirig  tripes 

Aflaultii  with  grating,  grinding  gripes. 

When  pity  in  thofe  eyes  I  view. 

My  to-vjeb  wambling  make  v[it/pen.u. 

When  I  an  amorous  kifs  defign'd, 

J  heLh'd  a  huiricane  oi  nvind. 

Once  you  a  gentle  figh  let  fall; 

Remember  how  \  fuck'd  it  all: 

What  colic  pangs  from  thence  I  felt. 

Had  you  but  known,  your  heart  would  melt^ 

Like  ruffling  winds  in  caverns  pent. 

Till  Nature  pointed  out  a  vent. 

How  have  you  torn  my  heart  to  pieces 

With  maggots,  humcurs,  and  caprices ! 

By  which  I  got  the  hemorrhoids ; 

And  loathfome  'worms  my  anus  voids. 

Whene'er  I  hear  a  rival  nam'd, 

I  feel  my  body  all  inflam'd; 

Which,  breaking  out  in  boils  and  blanes, 

^I'Cci  yello^jj  filth  my  linen  flains; 

Or,  parch*d  with  unextinguifh'd  thirfii 

Small-beer  I  gwzzle  till  1  burfi : 

And  then  I  drag  a  bloated  corpus, 

Swell'd  with  a  dropfy,  like  a  porpoife ; 

When,  if  I  cannot /z^r^^  or  fiale, 

I  mufl  be  tapp'd  to  fill  a  paiL 

DEAN 
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DEAN  SWIFT  AT  SIR  ARTHUR  ACHESON»3, 

IN    THE    NORTH    OF    IRELAND. 

THE  Dean  would  \ifit  Market-hill ; 
Our  invitation  was  but  flight: 
I  faid — Why  let  him,  if  he  will; 
And  fo  I  bade  Sir  Arthur  write. 

His  manners  would  not  let  him  wait. 

Left  we  fhould  think  ourfelves  negle£led; 

And  fo  we  faw  him  at  our  gate 

Three  days  before  he  was  expected. 

After  a  week,  a  month,  a  quarter. 

And  day  fucceeding  after  day. 
Says  not  a  word  of  his  departure, 

Though  not  a  foul  would  have  him  flay. 

J  Ve  faid  enough  to  make  him  blufh, 

Methinks,  or  elfe  the  devil  's  in  't; 
But  he  cares  not  for  it  a  rafli. 

Nor  for  my  life  will  take  the  hint. 

But  you,  my  dear,  may  let  him  know. 

In  civil  language,  if  he  ftays. 
How  deep  and  faul  the  roads  may  grow. 

And  that  he  may  command  the  chaife. 

Or  you  may  fay — My  wife  intends, 
Though  I  fliould  be  exceeding  proud. 

This  winter  to  invite  fome  friends ; 
And,  Sir,  I  know,  you  hate  a  crowd* 

Or, 
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Or,  Mr.  Dean — I  fhculd  with  joy- 
Beg  you  would  here  continue  ftill ; 

But  we  muft  go  to  *Aghnacloy, 
Or  Mr.  Moore  will  take  it  ill. 

The  houfe  accounts  are  daily  rlfing; 
So  much  his  ftay  doth  fwell  the  bills ; 

My  dearefl  life,  it  is  furprifing 

How  much  he  eats,  how  much  he  fwills. 

His  brace  of  puppies  how  they  fluff  1 

And  they  muft  have  three  meals  a  day. 
Yet  never  think  they  get  enough; 

His  horfes  too  eat  all  our  hay. 
Oh !  if  I  could,  how  I  would  maul 

His  tallow-face,  and  wainfcot-paws. 
His  beetle-brows,  and  eyes  of  wall. 

And  make  him  foon  give  up  the  caufe ! 
Muft  I  be  every  moment  chid 

With  f  Skinny  bonia.  Snipe,  and  Lean? 
Oh  1  that  I  could  but  once  be  rid 

Of  this  infulting  Tyrant  Dean! 

On  a  very  old  Glass  at  Market-hili,. 

FRAIL  glafs  1  thou  bear'ft  that  name  as  well  as  I; 
Though  none  can  tell,  which  of  us  firft  Ihall  die. 

Answered  extempore  by  Dr.  Swift. 
ME  only  chance  can  kill ;  thou,  frailer  creature, 
May'ft  die,  like  me,  by  chance ;  but  muft  by  nature. 

*  The  feat  of  Achefon  Moore,  Efq. 

t  The  Dean  ufed  to  call  Lady  Achefon  by  thofe  names. 

ON 


■,z  s  W  I  F  T  '  S     P  O  E  M  S. 

ON  CUTTING  DOWN  THE  OLD  THORN 
AT    MARKET-HILL*. 

AT  Market-Hill,  as  well  appears. 
By  chronicle  of  ancient  date. 
There  flood  for  many  hundred  years 
A  fpacious  thorn  before  the  gate. 

Hither  came  every  village-maid. 

And  on  the  boughs  her  garland  hung; 

And  here,  beneath  the  fp reading  fhade. 
Secure  from  Satyrs  fate  and  fung. 

Sir  Archibaldf,  that  valorous  knight. 

The  lord  of  all  the  fruitful  plain. 
Would  come  and  liften  with  delight; 

For  he  was  fond  of  rural  Ilrain. 


•  A  village  near  the  feat  of  Sir  Aithur  Achefon,  where- 4it 
Dean  fometimes  made  a  long  vifit.  The  tree,  which  was  a  re- 
markable one,  was  much  aJmhed  by  the  Knight.  Ye:  the 
Dean,  in  one  of  his  unaccountable  humours,  gave  direftiors  fcr 
cutting  it  down  in  the  abfence  of  Sir  Arthur,  who  was  of  courfe 
h  ghly  incenfed,  nor  would  fee  Swift  for  fome  time  after.  By 
way  of  making  his  peace,  the  Dean  wrote  this  poemj  which  had 
the  defired  effed.     N. 

•j-  Sir  Archibald  Achefor,  fecretary  of  ftate  for  Scotland. 

(Sir 
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(Sir  Archibald,  whofe  favourite  name 

Shall  {land  for  ag^s  on  record. 
By  Scottifh  bards  of  highell  fame. 

Wife  Havvthornden  and  Stirling's  lord*.) 

But  time  with  iron  teeth,  I  ween. 

Has  canker'd  all  its  branches  round; 
No  fruit  or  bloflbm  to  be  feen. 

Its  head  reclining  towards  the  ground. 

This  aged,  iickly,  faplefs  thorn. 

Which  mull,  alas !  no  longer  ftand, 
.Behold  the  cruel  Dean  in  fcorn 

Cuts  down  with  facrilegious  hand. 

Dame  Nature,  when  Ihe  faw  the  blow, 

Aftonifh'd,  gave  a  dreadful  ftiriek ; 
And  mother  Tellus  trembled  fo. 

She  fcarce  recover'd  in  a  week. 

The  Sylvan  powers,  uith  fear  perplex'd. 

In  prudence  and  compalTion,  fent 
(For  none  could  tell  v/hofe  turn  was  next) 
.     Sad  omens  of  the  dire  event. 

The  magpie,  lighting  on  the  ftock. 

Stood  chattering  with  incefTant  din  ; 
And  with  her  beak  gave  many  a  knock. 

To  roufe  and  warn  the  nymph  within. 

*  Drummond  of  Hawthornden,  and  Sir  William  Alexander 
(?arl  of  Stirling,  who  were  boih  friends  to  Sir  Archibald,  and 
tsmous  for  their  poetry. 

Vol,  XLIIL  I  The 
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The  owl  forefaw,  in  penflve  mood. 

The  ruin  of  her  ancient  feat ; 
And  fled  in  halle,  with  all  her  brood. 

To  feek  a  more  fecure  retreat. 

Laft  trolled  forth  the  gentle  fwine. 
To  eafe  her  itch  againft:  the  Hump, 

And  difmally  was  heard  to  whine. 
All  as  fhe  fcrubb'd  her  meafiy  rump. 

The  nymph  who  dwells  in  every  tree, 

(If  all  be  true  that  poets  chant) 
Condemned  by  Fate's  fupreme  decree, 

Muil  die  with  her  expiring  plant. 
Thus,  when  the  gentle  Spina  found 

The  thorn  committed  to  her  care 
Receiv'd  its  lafl:  and  deadly  wound. 

She  fled,  and  vanifh'd  into  air. 
But  from  the  root  a  difmal  groan 

Firft  iffuing  ftruck  the  murderer's  ears:; 
And,  in  a  flirill  revengeful  tone. 

This  prophecy  he  trembling  hears : 
^'  Thou  chief  contriver  of  my  fall, 

*'  Relentlefs  Dean,  to  mifchief  born  j 
•'  My  kindred  oft'  thme  hide  fhall  gall, 

**  Thy  gown  and  caflbck  oft'  be  torn. 
"  And  thy  confederate  dame,  who  brags 

"  That  flie  condemn'd  me  to  the  fire, 
•*  Shall  rend  her  petticoats  to  rags, 

'•*  And  wound  her  legs  with  every  brier. 


Nor 
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^'  Nor  thou,  lord  Arthur*,  fhalt  efcape; 

"  To  thee  I  often  call'd  in  vain, 
"  Againft  that  aflaffin  in  crape; 

"  Yet  thou  could'ft  tamely  fee  me  flain: 

**  Nor,  when  I  felt  the  dreadful  blow, 

"  Or  chid  the  Dean,  or  pinch'd  thyfpoufe; 

**  Since  you  coidd  fee  me  treated  fo 
"  (An  old  retainer  to  your  houfe) : 

"  May  that  fell  Dean,  by  whofe  command 
"  Was  form'd  this  Machiavilian  plot, 

"  Not  leave  a  thiftle  on  tliy  land; 

"  Then  who  will  own  thee  for  a  Scot? 

*'  Pigs  and  fanatics,  cows  and  teagues, 

"  Through  all  thy  empire  I  forefee, 
^'  To  tear  thy  hedges,  join  In  leagues, 

*'  Sworn  to  revenge  my  thorn  and  me, 

^'  And  thou,  the  wretch  ordain'd  by  fate, 

"■  Ndal  Gahagan,  Hibernian  clown, 
*'  With  hatchet  blunter  than  thy  pate, 
**  To  hack  my  hallow'd  timber  down  ; 

'''  When  thou,  fufpended  high  in  air, 

"  Dy'ft  on  a  more  ignoble  tree 
"  (For  thou  fhalt  Heal  thy  landlord's  mare), 

"  Then,  bloody  caitif  1  think  on  me. 

Sir  Arthur  Achefon. 

I  2  CAN- 


1x6  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 


CANTATA*. 

IN  harmony  would  you  excell. 
Suit  your  words  to  your  mufic  well ; 
For  Pegafus  runs  every  race 
By  galloping  high,  or  level  pace. 
Or  ambling,  or  fwect  Canterbury, 
Or  with  a  down,  a  high  down  derry. 
No  vidory  he  ever  got 
By  joggHng,  joggling,  joggling  trot; 
No  Mufe  harmonious  entertains 
,  Rough,  roiftering,  ruflic,  roaring  llralns. 
Nor  Ihall  you  twine  the  crackling  bays 
By  fneaking,  fniveling  roundelays. 

Now  flowly  move  your  fiddle-Hick  ; 
Now,  tantan,  tantantivi,  quick ; 

•  This  Cantata  is  printed  with  the  mufic  in  all  the  London 
editions  of  Swift.  Dr.  Beattie,  after  cenfuring  the  pradice  of 
what  he  calls  "  illicit  imitation,"  obferves,  that  **  this  abufe  of 
**  a  noble  art  did  not  efcape  the  fatire  of  Swiftj  who,  though 
**  deaf  to  the  charms  of  mufic,  was  not  blind  to  the  abfurdity  of 
**  muficians.  He  recommended  it  to  Dr.  Echlin,  an  ingenious 
•  **  gentleman  of  Ireland,  to  compofe  a  Cantata  in  ridicule  of  this 
**  puerile  mimicry.  Here  we  have  motions  imiuted,  which  are 
*'  the  moft  inharmonious,  and  founds  the  moft  uDmufical.— In  a 
"**  word.  Swift's  Cantata  may  convince  any  pcrfon,  that  mulic, 
•*  if  only  imitative,  would  be  ridiculous."     N. 

Now 


CANTATA.  S17 

Now  trembling,  fhivering,  quivering,  quaking. 
Set  hoping  hearts  of  Lovers  aching. 
Fly,  fly,  above  the  fky. 
Rambling,  gambling,  trolloping,  lolloping,  galloping. 
Now  iweep,  fweep  the  deep. 
See  Celia,  Celia  dies. 
While  true  Lovers'  eyes 
Weeping  fleep.  Sleeping  weep,.. 
Weeping  fleep.  Bo  peep,  bo  peep. 


EPITAPH 
AT   BERKELEY,    GLOUCESTERSHI  RE. 

HERE  lies  the  Earl  of  SufFolk's  fool,  . 
Men  call'd  him  Dicky  Pearce; 
His  folly  ferv'd  to  make  folks,  laugh. 
When  vAt  and  mirth  were  fcarce. 

Poor  Dick,  alas !  is  dead  and  gone^ 

What  fignifies  to  cry  ? 
Dickys  enough  are  ftill  behind,  . 

To  laugh  at  by  and  b}'. 

Buried  June  18,  172S,  aged  63.- 
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MY    LADY'S* 

LAMENTATION    AND    COMPLAINT 

AGAINST    THE    DEAN, 

July  28,  1728. 


'  URE  never  did  man  fee 
A   wretch   like   poor 
Nancy, 
So  teas'd  day  and  night 
By  a  Dean  and  a  Knight. 
To  puniih  my  fins. 
Sir  Arthur  begins. 
And  gives  me  a  wipe 
With  Skinny  and  Snipe f  : 
His  malice  is  plain. 
Hallooing  the  Dean. 
The  Dean  never  ftops 
When  he  opens  his  chops; 
I  'm  quite  over-rim 
With  rebus  and  pun. 

Before  he  came  here 
To  fpunge  for  good  cheer, 
I  fate  with  delight. 
From  m.orning  till  night. 
With  two  bony  tliumbs 
Could  rub  my  old  guni5, 

*   Lady  Achefon. 
t  Seep.  55. 


Or  fcratching  my  nofe,- 
And  jogging  my  toes ; 
But  at  prefent,  forfooth,. 
I  mail:  not  nib  a  tooth. 
When  my  elbows  he  fees 
Held  up  by  my  knee^^. 
My  arms,  like  two  props. 
Supporting  my  chops. 
And  juft  as  I  handle  'em 
Moving  all  like  a  pendu- 
lum; 
He  trips  up  my  props. 
And  down  my  chin  drops^ 
From  my  head  to  m.y  heels. 
Like  a  clock  withoutvvhcels; 
I  fmk  in  the  fpleen. 
An  ufelefs  machine. 
If  he  had  his  n  ill, 
I  faould  never  fit  ilill : 
He  comes  widi  liis  whim?;,. 
1  muft  move  my  Hmbs ; 


I  cannot 
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I  caimot  be  fweet 
Without  ufmg  my  feet ; 
To  lengthen  my  breath. 
He  tires  me  to  death. 
By  the  word  of  all  Squires, 
Through  bogs  and  through 

briers. 
Where  a   cow  would    be 

ftartled, 
•1  'm  in  fpite  of  my  heart  led; 
And,  fay  what  1  will, 
Haul'd  up  every  hill ; 
Till,  daggled  and  tatter'd;,. 
Myfpirits  quite  Ihatter'd, 
I  return  home  at  night. 
And  fail,  out  of  fpite  : 
Fcr  I  'd  rather  be  dead. 
Than  it  e'er  (hould  be  faid, 
I  was  better  for  him . 
In  ftomach.or  limb* 

But  now  to  my  diet; 
No  eating  in  quiet. 
He  's  Hill  finding  fault,. 
Too  four  or  too  fait : 
The  wing  of  a  chick. 
J  hardly  can  pick  ; 
But  U'aili  without  meafure 
I  fwaliow  with  pleafure. 

Next  for  his  diverfion. 
He  rails  at  my  perfon ;     . 


What    court  -  breeding   is 

this  1 
He  takes  me  to  pieces : 
From  fhoulder  to  flank 
I  'm  lean  and  am  lank ; 
My  nofe,  long  andtliin. 
Grows  down  to  my  chin.; 
My  chin  will  not  Hay, 
But  meets  it  halfway  ; 
My  fingers,  prolix. 
Are  ten  crooked  fricks : : 
He  fvvears  my  el— bows  , 
Are  uvo  iron  crows, . 
Or  fharp -pointed  rocks, . 
And  wear  out  my  fmocks:. 
To  'fcape  them,  SirxArthur 
Is  forc'd  to  lie  farther. 
Or  his  fides  they  would  gore 
Like  the  tufk  of  a  boar. 

Now,  changing  the  fcene. 
But  fall  to  the  Dean  : 
He  loves  to  be  bitter  at- 
A  lady  illiterate ; 
If  he  fees  her  but  once. 
He  '11  fwear  fhe  's  a  dunce  y. 
Can  tell  by  her  looks 
A  hater  of  bcoks; 
Through  each  line  of  her 

face 
Her  folly  can  trace ; 

Which. 
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Which  fpoils  every  feature 
.Beilow'd  her  by  nature; 
But  fenfe  gives  a  grace 
To  the  homelieft  face  : 
Wife  books  and  reflexion 
Will  mend  the  complexion : 
(A  civil  Divine  1 
1  i'uppofe,  meaning  mine  ! ) 
No  lady  who  wants  them 
Can  ever  be  handfome. 
I  guefs  well  enough 
V/hat   he  means   by   this 

fluff  : 
He  haws  and  he  hiuns. 
At  lail  out  it  comes : 
What,  M  adam  I  No  walk- 

No  reading,  nor  talking  ? 
You  're  now  in  your  prime. 
Make  ufe  of  your  time. 
Confider,  before 
You  come  to  threefcore. 
How  the  huffies  will  fieer 
Where'er  you  appear: 
"•'  That  fdly  old  pufs 
' '/ould  fain  be  like  us. 
\V]n\'c  a  figure  fhe  made 
In  her  tarnifh'd  brocade  I" 
And  then  he  grows  mild: 
Come,  be  a  gccd  child: 


If  you  are  inclin'd 
To  polilh  your  minder 
Be^  ador'd  by  the  men 
Till  threefcore  and  len, 
And  kill  with  the  fpleen 
The  jades  of  fixteen ; 
I  '11  fnew  ycu  the  way  : 
Read  fix  hours  a  day. 
The  wits  will  frequent  ye. 
And  thiink  ycu  but  twenty* 

Thus  was  I  drawn  in ; 
Forgive  me  my  f  n. 
At  breakfail  he  'l\  af/c 
An  account  of  my  talk. 
Put  a  word  out  of  joints 
Or  m.ifs  but  a  pc-Lnt, 
He  rages  and  frets. 
His  manners  forgets ;. 
And,  as  I  am  ferious. 
Is  very  imperious. 
No  book  for  delight 
Mufi  come  in  m.y  fight  ;- 
But,  inilead  of  new  plasij 
Dull  Bacon's  EfTays, 
And  pore  every  day  on 
That  nafiy  Pantheon, 
if  I  be  not  a  drudge. 
Let  all  the  world  judge. 
'Twere  better  be  blind. 
Than  thus  be  cor  fm'd. 

But, 
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But,  while  in  an  ill  tone, 
I  murder  poor  Milton, 
The  Dean,  ycu  will  fwear. 
Is  at  fludy  or  prayer. 
He 's  all  the  day  fauntering. 
With  labourers  bantering. 
Among  his  colleagues, 
A  parcel  of  Teagues, 
(Whom  he  brings  in  among 

us. 
And  bribes  with  mundun- 

gus). 
Hail  fellow,  well  met. 
All  dirty  and  wet : 
Find  out,  if  you  can. 
Who  's  mafier,  who  's  man  ; 
Who  makes  the  befl  figure. 
The  Dean  or  the  digger ; 
And  whicli-  is  the  bell 
At  cracking  a  jell. 
H^ow  proudly  he  talks 
Of  zigzacks  and  walks; 
And  all  the  day  raves 
Of  cradles  and  caves; 
And  bcalls  of  his  feats. 
His  grottos  and  feats ; 
Shews  all  his  gevv — gaws> 
And  gapes  for  applaufe; 
A  fine  occupation 
For  one  in  his  flation ! 


A  hole  where  a  rabbit 
Would  fcorn  to  inhabit. 
Dug  out  in  an  hour; 
He  calls  it  a  bower. 

But,  oh  1  how  we  laugh 
To  fee  a  wild  calf 
Come,  driven  by  heat. 
And  foul  the  green  feat; 
Or  run  helter-fkelter 
To  his  arbor,  for  Ihelter, 
Where  all  goes  to  ruin 
The  Dean  has  been  doing ; 
The  girls  of  the  village 
Com-i  flocking  for  pillage. 
Pull  down  the  fine  briers 
And    thorns,    to     make- 
fires; 
But  yet  are  fo  kind 
To   leave   fcmething   be- 
hind : 
No  more  need  be  faid  on  " c, 
I  fmell  when  I  tread  on  'f. 
Dear  friend,doctor  Jenny, 
If  I  could  but  win  ye. 
Or  Walmfley  or  Whaley, 
To  come  hither  daily. 
Since  Fortune,  my  foe. 
Will  needs  have  it  fo. 
That  I  'm.,  by  her  frowns> 
Condemned  to  black  gowns; 
No 
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No  Squire  to  be  found  So  may  you  be  feen 

The  neighbourhood  round  No  more  in  the  fpleen  i 

(For,  under  the  rofe.  May  Walmlley  give  wine,. 

I  would  rather  choofethofe) ;  Like  a  hearty  divine ! 

If  your  wives  will  permit  May  Whaley  difgrace 

ye.  Dull  Daniel's  whey-f.ice ! 

Come  here,  out  of  pity,  A  nd  may  your  three  fpoufes 

To  eafe  a  poor  lady.  Let    you    lie    at    friends* 
And  beg  her  a  play-day.  houfes  ! 


A    PASTORAL    DIALOGUE.     1728. 

D  E  R.  M  O  T.     S  H  E  E  L  A  H. 

A  NYMPH  and  fwain,  Sheelah  and  Dermot  hight. 
Who   v/ont    to  weed    the    court    of  *  Gosfcrd* 
Knight ; 
While  each  with  ftubbed  knife  remcv'd  the  roots. 
That  rais'd  betv/een  the  ftones  theii-  daily  fhccts; 
As  at  their  work  they  fate  in  counterview. 
With  mutual  beauty  fmit,  their  palTion  grew. 
Sing,  heavenly  Mufe,  in  fweetly-flovv^ing  ftrain 
The  foft  endearments  of  the  nymph  and  fwain. 

Dermot. 

My  love  to  Sheelah  is  more  nrnily  fi:<t, 
Than  flrongefl  u  eeds  that  grow  thefe  rtones  betwixt  l 
My  fpud  thefe  nettles  from  tiie  ftones  can  part ; 
No  knife  fo  keen  to  weed  thee  from  ray  heart. 

*  Sir  Ar,hur  Acbcfon. 

Sheelah, 
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S  H  E  E  L  A  H  . 

My  love  for  gentle  Dermot  fafter  grows. 
Than  yon  tall  dock  that  rHes  to  thy  nofe. 
Cut  down  the  dock,  'twill  Tprout  again  :  but,  oh ! 
Love  rooted  out,  again  will  never  grow. 

Dermot. 

No  more  that  brier  thy  tender  leg  fhall  rake 
(I  fpare  thethiftles  for  Sir  Arthur's*  fake). 
Sharp  are  the  ftones ;  take  thou  this  rulliy  mat ; 
The  hardefl  bum  will  bruile  with  fitting  fquat. 

S  H  E  E  L  A  H . 

Thy  breeches,  torn  behind,  fiand  gaping  wide^ 
This  petticoat  ihall  fave  thy  dear  backfide : 
Nor  need  I  blufn;  although  you  feel  it  v/et, 
Dermot,  I  vow,  'tis  nothing  elfe  but  fweat. 

Dermot. 
At  an  old  frubborn  root  I  chanc'd  to  tug. 
When  the  Dean  threw  me  this  tcbacco-plug : 
A  longer  ha'p'orth  never  did  I  fee ; 
This,  deareil  Sheeiah,  thoa  (halt  fuarc  with  me* 

S  H  E  E  L  A  K  . 

In  at  the  pantry-door  this  morn  I  fiipt. 
And  from  the  fhelf  a  charming  cruil  I  whipt  : 
f  Dennis  was  out,  and  I  got  hither  (vSe ; 
And  thou,  my  dear,  ftialt  have  the  big,eer  half.. 

*  Who  was  a  great  lover  of  Scod^nd. 
-(•  Sir  Arthur's  butler. 

Dermot^ 
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Dermot. 
When  you  faw  Tady  at  long-bullets  play. 
You  fate  andlous'd  him  all  a  fun-fhine  day. 
How  could  you,  Shedah,  liilen  to  his  tales. 
Or  crack  fuch  lice  as  his  betwLxt  your  nails? 

Sheelah. 
When  you  with  Onah  flood  behind  a  ditch, 
I  peepM,  and  faw  you  kifs  the  dirty  bitch. 
Dermot,  how  could  you  touch  thefe  nafly  fluts? 
I  almoll  vviih'd  this  fpud  were  in  your  guts. 

Dermot. 
If  Onah' once  I  kifs'd,  forbear  to  chide; 
Kar  auRt  's  my  gofiip  by  my  father's  fide : 
But,  if  I  ever  touch  her  lips  again. 
May  I  be  doom'd  for  life  to  weed  in  rain ! 

Sheelah. 
Dermot,  I  f,vear,  though  Tady's  locks  could  hold 
Ten  thoufand  lice,  and  every  loufe  was  gold ; 
Him  on  my  lap  you  never  more  Ihall  fse ; 
Or  may  I  lofe  my  vveeding-knife — and  thee ! 

Dermot. 
Oh,  could  I  earn  for  thee,  my  lovely  lafi, 
A  pair  of  *  brogues  to  bear  thee  dry  to  m.afs ! 
But  fee,  where  Norah  with  the  f^wins  comes — 
Then  let  us  rife,  and  relr  our  weary  bums. 

*  Shoes  with  fiat  low  licc':» 

CXI 
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O.N       THE 

FIVE  LADIES  AT  SOT'S-HOLE*, 

WITH   THE    DOCTORf    AT    THEIR   HEAD. 
N.B.    THE    LADIES   TREATED    THE    DOCTOR. 

Sent  as  from  an  Officer  in  the  Army.     1728c 

JpAIR  ladies,  ninnber  five. 
Who,  in  your  merry  freaks. 
With  little  Tom  contrive 
To  feaft  on  ale  and  lieaks; 

While  he  fits  by  a-grinning. 

To  fee  you  fafe  in  Sot's-hole, 
Set  up  with  greaf/  linen. 

And  neither  mugs  nor  pots  whole  i 

Alas !  I  never  thought 

A  prieft  would  pleafe  your  palate^ 
Befides,  I  '11  hold  a  groat. 

He  '11  put  you  in  a  ballad ; 

Where  I  fhall  fee  your  faces 

On  paper  daub'd  fo  foul. 
They  '11  be  no  more  like  Graces, 

Than  Venus  like  an  owl. 

•  An  alehoufc  in  Dublin,  famous  for -beef- ileakso 
f  Df»  Thomas  Sheridan- 

w  And 
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And  we  fhall  take  you  rather 

To  be  a  midnight  pack       ^ 
Of  witches  met  to  together. 

With  Beelzebub  in  black. 
It  fills  my  heart  with  woe. 

To  think,  fuch  ladies  fine 
Shall  be  reduc'd  fo  low 

To  treat  a  dull  Divine. 
Be  by  a  Parfon  cheated ! 

Had  you  been  cunning  flagers. 
You  might  yourfelves  be  treated 

By  Captains  and  by  Majors, 
See  how  corruption  grows. 

While  mothers,  daughters,  aunts^ 
Inflead  of  powder'd  beaux. 

From  pulpits  choofe  gallants ! 

If  we,  who  wear  our  wigs 

With  fan-tail  and  with  fnake. 
Are  bubbled  thus  by  prigs ; 

Z— ds  1  who  would  be  a  rake  ? 
Had  I  a  heart  to  fight, 

I  'd  knock  the  Doftor  down ;  ■ 
Or  could  I  read  or  write. 

Egad!  I  'd  wear  a  gown. 

Then  leave  him  to  his  birch* ; 

And  at  The  Rofe  on  Sunday? 
The  parfon  fafe  at  church, 

I  'U  treat  you  with  burgundy. 

*  Dr«  Sheridan  was  a  fcho;>I-maPcr- 


THE 
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THE    FIVE    LADIES'     ANSWEll 

TO      THE      BEAU 

With  the  Wig  and  Wi:;gs  at  his  Head, 

YOU  little  fcribblir.g  beaii. 
What  daemon  made  you  write  ? 
Becaufe  to  write  you  know 
As  much  as  you  can  fight. 

For  compliment  fo  fcurvy, 

I  wiih  we  had  you  here  j 
We  'd  turn  you  topfy-turvy 

Into  a  mug  of  beer. 

You  thought  to  make  a  farce  on 

The  man  and  place  we  choffe; 
"We  're  furc  a  fmgle  Parfon 

Is  worth  an  hundred  Beaux. 
And  you  would  make  us  vaflals. 

Good  Mr.  Wig  and  Wingj> 
To  fdver-clocks  and  taffels ; 

You  would,  you  Thing  of  Things! 
Becaufe  around  your  cane 

A  ring  of  diamonds  is  fet ; 
And  yoUi  in  fom-:'  bye-lane. 

Have  gain'd  a  paltry  grizette; 
Shall  we,  of  fenfe  refin'd. 

Your  trifling  nonfenfe  bear. 
As  noify  as  the  wind. 

As  empty  as  the  air? 


We 


xaS  SWIFT'  S    POEMS. 

We  hate  your  empty  prattle ; 

•And  vow  and  f^ear  'tis  true. 
There  's  more  in  one  child's  rattle 

Than  twenty  fops  like  you. 


THE    :beau's     reply 

TO     THE 

FIVE      LADIES'      A  N  S  W  E  Re 

WHY,  how  now,  dapper  Black ! 
I  fmell  your  gown  and  caflbck. 
As  ftrong  upon  your  back. 
As  Tifdall*  fmells  of  a  fock. 

To  write  fuch  fcurvy  fluff! 

Fine  Ladies  never  do  't; 
I  know  you  well  enough. 

And  eke  your  cloven  foot. 

Fine  Ladies,  when  they  write, 

Nor  fcold,  nor  keep  a  fpl utter : 
Their  verfes  give  delight, 

As  foft  and  fweet  as  butter. 

But  Satan  never  faw 

Such  haggard  lines  as  thefe: 
They  flick  athwart  my  maw. 

As  bad  as  SufFolk-cheefe. 

*  A  clergyman  in  the  North  cf  I)chr.«.   vvliO   had  ra«dc  pro* 
^olals  of  marriage  to  Stdia, 

Tim 
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THE  JOURNAL 

OF     A    MODERN    LADY. 

In  a  Letter  to  a  Person  of  Quality.     17283 

SlR> 

IT  was  a  moft  unfriendly  part 
In  you,  who  ought  to  know  my  heart. 
Are  well  acquainted  with  my  zeal 
For  all  the  female  commonweal  — 
How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 
To  pitch  on  me,  of  all  mankind, 
Againft  the  fex  to  write  a  fatire. 
And  brand  me  for  a  woman-hater  ? 
On  me,  who  think  them  all  fo  fair. 
They  rival  Venus  to  a  hair  ; 
Their  virtues  never  ceas'd  to  fing. 
Since  firfl  I  learn'd  to  tune  a  ftringf 
Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cr}'. 
Will  he  his  charadter  belye  ? 
Muft  never  our  misfortunes  end  ? 
And  have  we  loll  cur  only  friend  ? 
Ah,  lovely  nymphs,  remove  your  fearSj, 
No  more  let  fall  thofe  precious  tears. 
Sooner  fhall,  &c. 

[Here feveral  n:erfes  are  emitted.'] 
The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare. 
Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fair. 

'Twas  you  engag'd  me  firft  to  v/ritCj 
Then  gave  the  fubjeil  cut  of  fpite-: 

Vol.  XLIII.  K  The 


ISO  SWIFT^S     POEMSc 

^£h.t  journal  of  a  modern  dame 
Is  by  my  promife  what  you  claim. 
My  word  is  paft,  I  muft  fubmit; 
And  yet  perhaps  you  may  be  bit. 
'  I  but  tranfcribe  ;  for  not  a  line 
Of  all  the  fatire  fhall  be  mine. 
Compell'd  by  you  to  tag  in  rhymes 
■  The  common  llanders  of  the  times. 
Of  modern  times,  the  guilt  is  yours. 
And  me  my  innocence  fecures. 
Unwilling  Mufe,  begin  thy  lay. 
The  annals  of  a  female  day. 

By  nature  turn'd  to  play  the  rake  well 
(As  we  fhall  fhew  you  in  the  fequel). 
The  modern  dame  is  wak'd  by  noon 
(Some  authors  fay,  not  quite  fo  foon), 
Becaufe,  though  fore  againfl  her  will. 
She  fate  all  night  up  at  quadrille. 
She  ftretches,  gapes,  unglues  her  eyes. 
And  afks  if  it  be  time  to  rife ; 
Of  head-ach  and  the  fpleen  complains j 
And  then,  to  cool  her  heated  brains. 
Her  night-gown  and  her  flippers  brought  her. 
Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron-water. 
Then  to  her  glafs  ;  and,  ''  Betty,  pray 
•*  Don't  I  look  frightfully  to-day  ? 
*'  But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ? 
•'  Well,  if  I  ever  touch  a  card ! 
"  Four  matt  adores,  and  lofe  codille  f 
"  Depend  upon  't,  I  never  will. 
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"''  But  run  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  £x 
"  The  ladies  here  to-night  by  fix." 
"  Madam,  the  goldfmith  waits  below ; 
'*  He  fays,  "  His  bufinefs  4S  to  know 
"  If  you  '11  redeem  the  filver  cup 
*'  He  keeps  in  pawn  ?" — "  Firft,  fhew  him  up." 
"  Your  dreffing-plate  he  'U  be  content 
"  To  take,  for  intereft  cent,  per  cent. 
"  And,  Madam,  there  's  my  lady  Spade 
"  Hath  fent  this  letter  by  her  maid." 
'*  Well,  I  remember  what  fhe  won ; 
*'  And  hath  fhe  fent  fo  foon  to  dan  r 
"  Here,  carry  down  thofe  ten  piftoles, 
''  My  hufband  left  to  pay  for  coals : 
•'  I  thank  my  liars,  they  all  are  light; 
*^  And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night." 
Now,  loitering  o'er  her  tea  and  cream. 
She  enters  on  her  ufual  theme ; 
Her  laft  night's  ill  fuccefs  repeats. 
Calls  lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats ; 
*'  She  ^"^X.  fpadillo  in  her  bread", 
"  Then  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jell : 
*'  There  's  Mrs.  Cut  and  fhe  combine, 
"  And  to  each  other  give  the  fign." 
Through  every  game  purfues  her  tale. 
Like  hunters  o'er  their  evening  ale. 
Now  to  another  fcene  give  place  : 
Enter  the-  folks  with  filks  and  lace : 
Frefh  matter  for  a  world  of  chat. 
Right  Indian  this,  right  Mechlin  that- : 

"  K  2  '^  Obferv^e 
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"  Obfen^e  this  pattern;  there  's  a  ftuiF; 

"  I  can  have  cuftomers  enough. 

*'  Dear  madam,  you  are  grown  fo  hard — 

"  This  lace  is  worth  twelve  pounds  a  yard; 

"  Madam,  ix^  there  be  truth  in  man, 

**■  I  never  fold  fo  cheap  a  fan." 

This  bufmefs  of  importance  o'er. 

And  madam  almoll  drefs'd  by  four  ; 

The  footman,  in  his  ufual  phrafe. 

Comes  up  with,  "  Madam,  dinner  flays.'* 

She  anfwers,  in  her  ufual  ftyle, 

*'  The  cook  muft  keep  it  back  awhile  : 

"  I  never  can  have  time  to  drefs 

*'  (No  woman  breathing  takes  up  lefs)  ; 

''  I  'm  hurried  fo,  it  makes  me  fick ; 

*'  I  wiih  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick.'* 

At  table  now  fhe  afts  her  part. 

Has  all  the  dinner-cant  by  heart : 

**  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  alone, 

**  My  dear  ;  for  fure,  if  I  had  known 

*'  This  company  would  come  to  day— 

"  But  really  'tis  my  fpoufe's  way  ! 

**  He  's  fo  unkind,  he  never  fends 

"  To  tell  when  he  invites  his  friends : 

**  I  Vvilh  ye  may  but  have  enough!'* 

And  while  with  all  this  paltry  iluff 

She  fits  tormenting  every  guell:. 

Nor  gives  her  tongue  one  moment's  reft. 

In  phrafes  batter'd,  ftale,  and  trite. 

Which  modern  ladies  call  polite  j 


You 
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You  fee  the  booby  hufband  fit 
In  admiration  at  her  wit. 

But  let  me  now  awhile  furvey 
Our  madam  o'er  her  evening-tea  ; 
Surrounded  with  her  noify  clans 
Of  prudes,  coquettes,  and  harridans ; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crewy 
Away  the  God  of  Silence  flew. 
And  fair  Difcretion  left  the  place. 
And  Modefty  with  blufhing  face : 
Now  enters  overweening  Pride, 
And  Scandal  ever  gaping  wide; 
Hypocrify  uath  frown  fevere. 
Scurrility  with  gibing  air; 
Rude  Laughter  feeming  like  to  burd. 
And  Malice  always  judging  vvorfl; 
And  Vanity  with  pocket-glafs. 
And  Impudence  with  front  of  brafs ; 
And  ftudy'd  Afted-tion  came. 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frame ; 
While  Ignorance,  with  brain  of  lead. 
Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 

Why  fhould  I  afk  of  thee,  my  Mufe, 
An  hundred  tongues,  as  poets  ufe, 
V/hen,  to  give  every  dame  her  due. 
An  hundred  thoufand  were  too  few  ? 
Or  how  ihail  I,  alas,  relate 
The  fum  of  all  their  fenfelefs  prate. 
Their  innuendos,  hints,  and  flanders, 
Thdr  meanings  lewd,  and  double  entendres  f 

K  3  Now 
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Now  comes  the  general  fcandal-charge  ; 
What  fome  invent,  the  reft  enlarge  j 
And,  "  Madam,  if  it  be  a  lye, 
"  You  have  the  tale  as  cheap  as  I : 
*'  I  muft  conceal  my  author's  name; 
"  Bat  now  'tis  known  to  common  fame.'^ 

Say,  fooliin  females,  bold  and  blind. 
Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mind. 
Are  you  on  vices  moll:  fevere. 
Wherein  yourfelves  have  greateft  fhare  ? 
Thus  every  fool  herfelf  deludes  ; 
The  prudes  condemn  the  abfent  prudes  : 
Mopfa,  who  ftinks  her  fpoufe  to  death, 
Accufes  Chloe's  tainted  breath ; 
Hircina,  rank  with  fweat,  prefumes 
To  cenfure  Phyllis  for  perfumes  ; 
"While  crooked  Cynthia,  fneering,  fays  • 
'I'hat  Florimef  wears  iron  ftays : 
Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellowi ; 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets. 
That  women  fhould  be  fuch  coquettes  : 
Jris,  for  fcandal  moll  notorious. 
Cries,  **  Lord,  the  world  is  fo  cenforious !" 
And  Rufa,  wich  her  combs  of  lead, 
Whifpers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red : 
Aura,  whofe  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  hencC;, 
Talks  half  a  day  in  praife  of  filcnce ; 
And  Sylvia  full  of  inward  guilt. 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt. 
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Now  voices  over  voices  rife. 
While  each  to  be  the  loudeft  vies : 
They  contradid,  affirm,  difpute. 
No  fingle  tongue  one  moment  mute ; 
All  mad  to  fpeak,  and  none  to  hearken,  . 
They  fet  the  very  lap-dog  barking ; 
Their  chattering  makes  a  louder  din 
Than  fifh- wives  o'er  a  cup  of  gin : 
Not  fchool-bo)'s  at  a  barring-out 
Rais'd  ever  fuch  inceffant  rout : 
The  jumbKng  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  fuch  a  clatter; 
Far  hCs  the  rabble  roar  and  rail. 
When  drunk  with  "four  ele6lion-aIe. 

Nor  do  they  trull  their  tongues  alone<> 
But  fpeak  a  language  of  their  own; 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  flirug,  a  look,  ": 

Far  better  than  a  printed  book; 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown. 
And  wink  a  reputation  down; 

Or,  by  the  tofiing  of  the  fan,  "    ' 

Defcribe  the  lady  and  the  man. 

But  fee,  the  female  club  dilbands. 
Each  twenty  vifits  on  her  hands. 
Now  all  alone  poor  madam  lits. 
In  vapours  and  hyfteric  iits  : 
**  And  was  not  Tom  this  morninjr  fent  ?  ' 
"  I  *d  lay  my  life  he  never  went : 
*'-  Pail  lix,  and  not  a  living  foul  ! 
***  I  might  by  this  have  won  a  vole.'^ 

K  A.  A  .dreadfuLl 
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A  dreadful  interval  offpleen! 
How  fhall  we  pafs  the  time  between  ? 
"  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops; 
'^  And  feel  my  pulfe,  I  know  it  flops : 
*'  This  head  of  mine,  lord,  how  it  fvvims  I 
*'  And  fuch  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs !" 
*'  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap." — 
But  now  they  hear  a  footman's  rap : 
"  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up : 
"  It  mufc  be  one  before  we  fup." 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters,   fet. 
And  all  the  gamelter-iadies  met. 
Her  fpleen  and  fits  recover'd  quite. 
Our  madam  can  fit  up  all  night: 
"  Whoever  comes,  I  'm  not  within."—^ 
Quadrille  's  the  word,  and  fo  begin. 

How  can  the  Mufe  her  aid  impart, 
Unfkill'd  in  all  the  terms  of  art? 
Or  in  harmonious  numbers  put 
The  deal,  the  fhuffle,  and  the  cut  ? 
The  fuperflitious  wliims  relate. 
That  fill  a  female  gamefter's  pate  ? 
What  agony  of  foul  fhe  feels 
To  fee  a  knave's  inverted  heels  ! 
She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find 
Good  fortune  peeping  from  behind  ; 
With  panting  heart,  and  eameft  eyes. 
In  hope  to  {Qc/padillo  rife: 
In  vain,  alas !  her  hope  is  fed ; 
She  draws  an  ace,  and  fees  it  redj 


In 
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In  ready  counters  never  pays. 
But  pawns  her  fnufF-box,  rings,  and  keys; 
Ever  with  fome  new  fancy  ftruck. 
Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 

This  morning,  when  x^i^  par/on  came, 

I  faid  I  Ihould  not  win  a  game. 

This  odious  chair,  how  came  I  ftuck  in  't?" 

I  think  I  never  had  good  luck  in  'c. 

I  'm  fo  uneafy  in  my  ftays ; 

Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  pleafe. 

Stand  furtlier,  girl,  or  get  you  gone ; 

I  always  lofe  when  you  look  on.'^ 

Lord  !  madam,  you  have  loft  codille  : 

I  never  favv  you  play  fo  ill." 

Nay,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  fay, 

'Twas  you  that  threw  the  game  away : 

When  lady  Trickfey  play'd  a  four. 

You  took  it  with  a  mattadore\ 

I  faw  you  touch  your  wedding-ring 

Before  my  lady  call'd  a  king; 

You  fpoke  a  word  began  with  H, 

And  I  know  whom  you  meant  to  teachj 

Becaufe  you  held  the  king  of  hearts ; 

Fie,  madam,  leave  thefe  little  arts." 

That 's  not  fo  bad  as  one  that  rubs 

Her  chair,  to  call  the  king  of  clubs  ; 
^  And  makes  her  partner  underlland 
'  A  matt  adore  is  in  her  hand." 

*  Madam,  you  have  no  caufe  to  flounce^ 

*  I  fwear  I  faw  you  thrice  renounce." 

*f  And 
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*'  And  truly,  madam,  I  know  when, 

"  Inflead  of  five,  you  fccr'd  me  ten. 

*'  Spadillo  here  has  got  a  mark ; 

*'  A  child  may  know  it  in  the  dark: 

**^  I  guell  the  hand :  it  feldom  fails : 

"  I  wifh  fome  folks  would  pare  their  nails." 

While  thus  they  rail,  and  fcold,  and  ftorm. 
It  pafles  but  for  common  form: 
But,  confcious  that  they  all  fpeak  true. 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due. 
It  never  interrupts  the  game. 
Or  makes  them  fenfible  of  fhame. 

The  tim€  too  precious  now  to  wafte,  . 
The  fupper  gobbled  up  in  hafte.; 
Again  afrefh  to  cards  they  run. 
As  if  they  had  but  jufi:  begun. 
But  I  fhall  not  again  repeat. 
How  oft'  they  fquabble,  fnarl,  and  cheat. 
At  laft  they  -hear  the  watchman  knock, 
•"  A  frofly  morn — paft  four  o'clock." 
The  cliairmen  are  not  to  be  found, 
*'  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round.'* 

Now  alPin  hafle  they  huddle  on 
Their  hoods,  their  cloaks,  and  get  them  gonej 
But,  firil,  the  winner  muil  invite 
The  company  to-morrow  night. 

Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears 
(Who  now  again  quadrille  forfwears). 
With  empty  purfe,  and  aching  head. 
Steals  to  her  fleeping- fpoufe  to  bed. 

A  DIALOGUE 
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BETWEEN 

MAD.  MULLINIX*   AND   TIMOTHY, 

172S. 

M.  T  OWN,  'tis  not  my  bread  and  butter ; 

X    But  prythee, Tim,  why  all  this  clutter? 
Why  ever  in  thefe  raging  fits. 
Damning  to  hell  the  Jacobites? 
When,  if  you  fearch  the  kingdom  round. 
There  's  hardly  twenty  to  be  found ; 
No,  not  among  the  priefis  znd/nars — 

T.  'Twixt  you  and  me,  G —  d — n  the  lyars! 

M.  The  Tories  are  gone  every  man  o'er 
To  our  illuftrious  houfe  of  Hanover ; 
From  all  their  condudl  this  is  plain ; 
And  then — 

T.  G —  d — n  the  lyars  again  I 
Did  not  an  earl  but  lately  vote. 
To  bring  in  (I  could  cut  his  throat) 
Our  whole  accounts  of  public  debts  ? 

M.  Lord!  how  this  frothy  coxcomb  frets !    [a/ia'e.1 

T.  Did  not  an  able  ftatefman  biihop 
This  dangerous  horrid  motion  diih-up 
As  popzjh  craft?  did  he  not  rail  on  't? 
Shew  fire  and  faggot  in  the  tail  on  't? 

*  A  fiditlous  name*     See  the  hulory  of  this  poem  in  the 
f*  Intelligencer,"  N^  viii.     N, 

Proving 
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Pro\4ng  the  earl  a  grand  oirender. 

And  in  a  plot  for  the  Pretender ; 

Whofe  fleet,  'tis  all  our  friends  opinion. 

Was  then  embarking  at  Avignon  ? 

[--^y^au  dull  lines  are  here  pur pofely  o?nitted.'\ 
M.  Thefe  wrangling  jars  of  Whig  and  Tory 

Are  Hale  and  worn  as  Troy- town  ftory : 

The  wrong,  'tis  certain,  you  were  both  in. 

And  now  you  find  you  fought  for  nothing. 

Your  faction,  when  their  game  was  new. 

Might  want  fuch  noify  fools  as  you ; 

But  you,  when  all  the  {hew  is  paft, 

Refolve  to  (land  it  out  the  laft ; 

Like  Martin  Marrall*,  gaping  on. 

Not  minding  when  the  fong  is  done. 

When  all  the  bees  are  gone  to  fettle. 

You  clatter  ftill  your  brazen  kettle. 

The  leaders  whom  you  liiled  under 

Have  dropt  their  arms,  and  feiz'd  the  piunderj 

And  when  the  war  is  paft,  you  come 

To  rattle  in  their  ears  your  drum : 

And  as  that  hateful  liideous  Grecian 

Theriites  (he  was  youi-  relation) 

Was  more  abhorr'd  and  fcorn'd  by  thofe 

With  v/hom  he  ferv'd,  than  by  his  foes ; 

So  thou  art  grown  the  deteftation 

Of  all  thy  party  through  the  nation: 

Thy  peevifn  and  perpetual  teafmg 

With  plots,  and  Jacobites,  and  treafon, 

*  A  charafisr  in  one  of  Drvden's  comedies. 

Thy 
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Thy  bufy,  never-meaning  face. 
Thy  fcrew'd-up  front,  thy  ftate-grimace. 
Thy  formal  nods,  important  fneers. 
Thy  whifperings  foilled  in  all  ears 
(Which  are,  whatever  you  may  think, 
But  nonfenfe  wrapt  up  in  a  ftink). 
Have  made  thy  prefence,  in  a  true  fenfe. 
To  thy  own  fide  fo  d — n'd  a  nuifance. 
That,  when  they  have  you  in  their  eye. 
As  if  the  devil  drove,  they  fly. 

T.  My  good  friend  Mullinix,  forbear; 
I  vow  to  G — ,  you  're  too  fevere. 
If  it  could  ever  yet  be  known 
I  took  advice,  except  my  own. 
It  fliould  be  yours :  but,  d — n  my  blood  I 
I  muft  purfue  the  public  good. 
The  faclion  (is  it  not  notorious?) 
Keck  at  the  memory  of  Glorious*  : 
'Tis  true ;  nor  need  I  to  be  told. 
My  quondam  friends  are  grown  fo  cold. 
That  fcarce  a  creature  can  be  found 
To  prance  with  me  the  llatue  round. 
The  public  fafety,  I  forefee. 
Henceforth  depends  alone  on  me; 
And  while  this  vital  breath  I  blow. 
Or  from  above,  or  from  below, 
I  '11  fp utter,  fwagger,  curfe,  and  rail. 
The  Tories'  terror,  fcourge,  and  flaU. 

M.  Tim,  you  miflake  the  matter  quite: 
The  Tories !  you  are  their  delight  \ 

*  King  William  III. 

And 
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And  fnould  ycu  aft  a  diirerent  part. 
Be  grave  and  wife,  'twould  break  their  hearts 
Why,  Tim,  you  have  a  tafte  I  know. 
And  often  fee  a  puppet-Jhonjo  : 
Obferve,  the  audience  is  in  pain. 
While  Punch  is  hid  behind  the  fcene; 
But,  when  they  hear  his  rufty  voice. 
With  what  impatience  they  rejoice ! 
And  then  they  value  not  two  ftraws. 
How  Solomon  decides  the  caufe. 
Which  the  true  mother,  which /r^/^;?/^r ; 
Nor  liften  to  the  witch  of  Endor. 
Should  Fauftus,  with  the  Devil  behind  him, 
Enter  the  ftage,  they  never  mind  him : 
If  Punchj-to  ftir  their  fancy,  fhows 
In  at  the  door  his  monftrous  nofe. 
Then  fudden  draws  it  back  again  ; 
O  what  a  pleafure  mixt  with  pain  ! 
You  every  moment  think  an  age. 
Till  he  appears  upon  the  ftage : 
And  firft  his  bum  you  fee  him  clap 
•  Upon  the  queen  of  Sheba's  lap: 
The  duke  of  Lorraine  drew  his  fwcrd ; 
Punch  roaring  ran,  and  running  rcar'd, 
Reviles  all  people  in  his  jargon. 
And  fells  the  king  of  Spain  a  bargain ; 
St.  George  bimfelf  he  plays  the  wag  on. 
And  mounts  aftride  upon  the  dragon ; 
He  gets  a  thoufand  thumps  and  kicks. 
Yet  cannot  leave  his  roguiih  tricks ; 
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In  every  adion  thrufls  his  nofe ; 
The  reafon  why,  no  mortal  knows : 
In  doleful  fcenes  that  break  our  heart. 
Punch  comes,  like  you,  and  lets  a  fart. 
There  's  not  a  puppet  made  of  wood. 
But  what  would  hang  him,  if  they  could; 
While,  teafmg  all,  by  all  he  's  teas'd. 
How  well  are  the  fpeclators  pleas'd ! 
Who  in  the  motion  have  no  fhare. 
But  purely  come  to  hear  and  ftare ; 
Have  no  concern  for  Sabra's  fake. 
Which  .gets  the  better,  faint  or  fnake. 
Provided  Punch  (for  there  's  the  jell) 
Be  foundly  maul'd,  and  plague  the  rail. 

Thus,  Tim,  philofophers  fuppofe. 
The  'world  conjijis  of  piippet-fponxs  \ 
Where  petulant  conceited  fellows 
Perform  the  part  of  Punchinelloes : 
So  at  this  booth,  which  we  call  Dublin, 
Tim,  thou  'rt  the  Punch  to  Hir  up  trouble  in  5 
You  riggle,  iidge,  and  make  a  rout. 
Put  all  your  brother  puppets  out  \ 
Run  on  in  a  perpetual  round. 
To  teafe,  perplex,  dillurb,  confound ; 
Intrude  with  monkey-grin  and  clatter. 
To  interrupt  all  ferious  matter ; 
Are  grown  the  nuifance  of  your  dans 
Who  hate  and  fcorn  you  to  a  man : 
But  then  the  lookers-on,  the  Tories^ 
You  IHII  divert  with  merry  ftoriss^ 

«rhc)f 


M4 


SWIFT'S     POEMS. 


They  would  confent  that  all  the  crew 
Were  hang'd,  before  they  'd  part  with  you. 

But  tell  me,  Tim,  upon  the  fpot. 
By  all  this  toil  what  haft  tliou  got  ? 
J£  Tories  muft  have  all  the  fport, 
I  fear  you  '11  be  difgrac'd  at  courf, 

T.   Gof  r  D — n  my  blood !  I  frank  my  letters^ 
Walk  to  my  place  before  my  betters ; 
And,  fimple  as  I  now  ftand  here, 
Expeft  in  time  to  be  a  peer — 
,GotP  D — n  me !  why  I  got  my  will! 
Ne'er  hold  my  peace,  nor  ne'er  ftand  ftill : 
I  fart  with  twenty  ladies  by ; 
They  call  me  beaft ;  and  what  care  I  ? 
I  bravely  call  the  Tories  Jacks, 
And  fons  of  whores — behind  their  backs. 
But,  could  you  bring  me  once  to  think. 
That,  when  I  ftrut,  and  ftare,  and  ftink. 
Revile  and  flander,  fume  and  ftorm, 
Betfay,  make  oath^  impeach,  inform, 
Vv'ith  fuch  a  conftant  loyal  zeal 
To  ferve  myfelf  and  com.monweal. 
And  fret  the  Tories'  foul  to  death, 
I  did  butlofe  my  precious  breath; 
And,  when  I  damn  my  foul  to  plague  'em. 
Am,  as  you  tell  me,  but  their  may-game; 
Confume  my  vitals  1  they  fhall  know, 
I  am  not  to  be  treated  fo : 
I  'd  rather  hang  myfelf  by  half. 
Than  give  thole  rafcah  caufe  to  laugh. 

But 
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But  how,  my  friend,  can  I  endure. 
Once  forenown'd,  to  live  obfcure? 
No  little  boys  and  girls  to  cry, 
""  There  's  nimble  Tim  a-paffing  byr" 
No  more  my  dear  deliglitful  way  tread 
Of  keeping  up  a  party  hatred? 
Will  none  the  Tory  dcgs  purfue. 
When  through  the  ftreets  I  cry  halloo  P 
Mull  all  my  d — nme's !  bloods  and  wounds! 
Pnfs  only  now  for  empty  founds  ? 
Shall  Tory  rafcals  be  ele»5led. 
Although  I  fwear  them  difaifedled  ? 
And,  when  I  roar,  *'  A  plot,  a  plot'.'* 
Will  our  own  party  mind  me  not  ? 
So  qualify'd  to  f»vear  and  lye^ 
Will  they  not  trail  me  for  ^ifpyP 

Dear  Mullinix,  your  good  advice 
I  beg ;  you  fee  the  cafe  is  nice : 
Oh !  were  I  equal  in  renown, 
Like  thee  to  pleafe  this  thanklefs  tov^n  1 
Or  blefs'd  v\'ith  fuch  engaging  parts 
To  win  the  truant  fchool-boys'  hearts ! 
Thy  virtues  meet  their  juft  reward. 
Attended  by  xkizjahk  guards 
Charm'd  by  thy  voice,  the  'prentice  drops 
The  fnow-ball  deilin'd  at  thy  chops : 
Thy  graceful  Heps,  and  colonel's  air. 
Allure  the  cinder-picking  fair. 

M.  No  more — in  mark  of  true  aftetflion, 
I  take  thee  under  iny  proteftion : 

Vol.  XLIII.  L  Your 
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Your  parts  are  good,  'tis  not  deny'd : 
I  wiih  they  had  been  well  apply'd. 
But  now  obferve  my  council,  {-viz.) 
Adapt  your  habit  to  your  phiz  ; 
You  muil  no  longer  thus  equip  ye. 
As  Horace  fays,  o/>tat  ephippia ; 
(There  's  Latin  too,  that  you  may  fee 

How  much  improv'd  by  Dr. ). 

I  have  a  coat  at  home,  that  you  may  try ; 

'Tis  juft  like  this,  that  hangs  by  geometry. 

My  hat  has  much  the  nicer  air ; 

Your  block  will  fit  it  to  a  hair. 

That  wig,  I  would  not  for  the  world 

Have  it  fo  formal,  and  fo  curl'dj 

'Twill  be  fo  oily  and  fo  fleck, 

When  I  have  lain  in  it  a  week. 

You  '11  iind  it  well  prepared  to  take 

The  figure  of  toupee  and  fnake. 

Thus  drefs'd  alike  from  top  to  toe. 

That  which  is  which  'tis  hard  to  know; 

When  £rft  in  public  we  appear, 

1  '11  lead  the  van,  you  keep  the  rear : 

Be  careful,  as  you  walk  behind ; 

Ufe  all  the  talents  of  your  mind ; 

Be  ftudious  well  to  imitate 

My  portly  motion,  mien,  and  gait; 

Mark  my  addrefs,  and  learn  my  ftyle. 

When  to  look  fcornful,  when  to  fmile; 

Nor  fputter  out  your  oaths  fo  faft. 

But  keep  your  fwearing  to  the  laH. 


Thca 
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Then  at  our  leifure  we  '11  be  witty. 
And  in  the  fireets  divert  the  city; 
The  ladies  from  the  windows  gaping. 
The  children  all  our  motions  aping. 
Your  converfation  to  refine, 
I  '11  take  you  to  Tome  friends  of  mine; 
Choice  fpirits,  who  employ  their  parts 
To  mend  the  world  by  ufeful  arts; 
Some  cleanfmg  hollow  tubes,  to  fpy 
Dire(fl  the  zenith  of  the  iky ; 
Some  have  the  city  in  their  care, 
Prom  noxious  fteams  to  purge  the  air:; 
Some  teach  us  in  thefe  dangerous  day« 
Hov\'  to  walk  upright  in  our  ways ; 
Some  whofc  reforming  hands  engage 
To  lafh  the  lewdnefs  of  the  age ; 
Some  for  the  public  fervice  go 
Perpetual  envoys  to  and  fro, 
Whofe  able  heads  fuoport  the  weight 
Of  twenty  minifters  of  ftate. 
We  fcorn,  for  want  of  talk,  to  jabber 
Of  parties  o^er  our  bonny-clabber : 
Nor  are  v/c  ibadious  to  enquire. 
Who  votes  for  manors,  who  for  hire  : 
Our  care  is,  to  improve  the  mind 
With  what  concerns  all  human-kind; 
The  various  fcenes  of  mortrd  life ; 
Who  beats  her  hufband,  who  his  wife; 
Or. how  the  bully  at  a  ilroke 
Knock'd  down  the  boy,  the  lantern  broke. 

L  2  One 
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One  tel!s  the  rife  of  cheefe  and  oatmeal ; 
Another  when  he  got  a  hot  meal ; 
One  gives  advice  in  proverbs  old, 
Inllrufts  us  how  to  tume  a  fcold  ; 
One  fhews  how  bravely  Audouin  dy'd. 
And  at  the  gallows  all  deny'd; 
How  by  the  almanack  'tis  clear. 
That  herrings  will  be  cheap  this  year. 

T.  Dear  Mullinix,  I  now  lament 
My  precious  time  fo  long  mis-fpent. 
By  nature  meant  for  nobler  ends : 
Oh,  introduce  me  to  your  friends ! 
For  whom  by  birth  I  was  defign'd. 
Till  politicks  debas'd  my  mind  : 
I  give  myfelf  entire  to  you ; 
G —  d — n  the  Whigs  and  Tories  too  ! 

TIM*    AND     THE    FABLES. 

Ti  /Y^  meaning  vjill  he  hejl  unra^ueVd, 
JlwJl     Wl?€n  I  premi/e  that  Tim  has  Ira-jeVd, 
In  Lucas's  by  chance  there  lay 
The  Fables  writ  by  Mr.  Gay. 
Tim  fet  the  volume  on  a  table. 
Read  over  here  and  there  a  Fable; 
And  found,  as  he  the  pages  twirl'd. 
The  Monkey  who  had  feen  the  world  : 
(For  Tonfon  had,  to  help  the  fale, 
Preiix'd  a  cut  to  every  talc.) 

*  See  an  3Ccount  of  him  in  the  *^  Ictcll'g»accr."  -N'o  x. 

The 
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The  Monkey  v.'as  completely  drell. 

The  Beau  in  all  his  airs  exprefl. 

Tim,  with  furprife  and  pleafure  flaring^. 

Ran  to  the  glafs,  and  then  comparing 

His  own  fweet  figure  with  the  print, 

DilHnguilh'd  every  feature  in  't. 

The  twill,  the  fqueeze,  the  rump,  the  fidge  in  all, 

Jufl  as  they  look'din  the  original. 

"  By  — ,"  fays  Tim,  and  let  a  fart, 

**  This  graver  underflood  his  art. 

*'  'Tis  a  true  copy,  I  *I1  fay  that  f^r  't; 

**  I  well  remember  when  I  fat  for  'r. 

**  My  very  face,  as  f.rft  I  knew  it; 

**  Juil  in  this  drefs  the  painter  drew  it." 

Tim,  with  his  likenefs  deeply  fmitten. 

Would  read  what  underneath  was  written, 

The  merry  tale,  with  moral  grave. 

"He  now  began  to  ftorm  and  rave  : 

**  The  curfed  villain  1  now  I  fee 

"  Thii  was  a  libel  meant  at  me : 

"  Thefe  fcribblers  grow  ib  bold  of  Jate 

**  Againft  us  minifters  of  fcate ! 

'*  Such  Jacobites  as  he  deferve — 

**  D — n  mel  I  fay,  they  ought  to  flarve." 

TOM     M  U  L  L  I  N  I  X     A  N  D     D  I  C  K, 
'OM  and  Dick  had  equal  fame. 
And.  both  had  equal  knowledge; 
Tom^  could  VvTite  and  fpell  his  name, 
i3ut  Dick  had  fcen  tlie  college, 

L  3  Dick 
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Dick  a  coxcomb,  Tom  was  mad. 

And  both  alike  diverting ; 
Tom  was  held  the  merrier  lad. 

But  Dick  the  beft  at  farting. 

Dick  would  cock  his  nofe  in  fcorn. 
But  Tom  was  kind  and  loving ; 

Tom  a  foot-boy  bred  and  born. 
But  Dick  was  from  an  oven. 

Dick  could  neatly  dance  a  jig. 
But  Tom  was  beft  at  borees ; 

Tom  would  pray  for  every  Whig^ 
And  Dick  curfe  all  the  Tories. 

Dick  would  make  a  woeful  noife. 

And  fcold  at  an  ele<^on ; 
Tom  huzza'd  the  blackguard  boys. 

And  held  them  in  fubjedion. 

Tom  could  move  with  lordly  grace... 

Dick  nimbly  (kipt  the  gutter; 
Tom  could  talk  with  folemn  face^ 

But  Dick  could  better  fputter. 

Dick  was  come  to  high  renown 
Since  he  commenc'd  phyfician  ; 

Tom  was  held  by  all  the  town 
The  deeper  politician, 

Tom  had  the  genteeler  fwing. 
His  hat  could  nicely  put  on  ; 

Dick  knew  better  how  to  fwing 
His  cane  upon  a  button. 


Dick 
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Dick  for  repartee  was  fit. 

And  Tom  for  deep  difcerning; 
Dick  was  thought  the  brighter  wit. 

But  Tom  had  better  learning, 

Dick  with  zealous  no's  and  ay's 

Could  roar  as  loud  as  Stentor, 
In  the  houfe  'tis  all  he  fays ; 

Bat  Tom  is  eloquenter. 


DICK. 

A       MAGGOT. 

AS  when,  from  rooting  In  a  bin. 
All  powder' d  o'er  from  tail  to  chin, 
A  lively  maggot  fallies  out. 
You  know  him  by  his  l^azel  fnout : 
So  when  the  grandfon  of  his  grandiire 
Forth  iifues  wriggling,  Dick  Di;^wcanfir, 
With  powder'd  rump  and  back  and  fide. 
You  cannot  blanch  his  tawny  hide; 
For  'tis  beyond  the  power  of  meal 
The  gipfy  vifage  to  conceal : 
For,  as  he  fiiakes  his  wainfcot  chops, 
Down  every  mealy  atom  drops. 
And  leaves  the  tartar  phiz,  in  lliow 
Like  a  freih  t — d  jult  dropt  on  fnow. 

L4  CLAD 
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CLAD   ALL  IJSf   BROWN.     TO  DICK. 
IMITATED     FROM     COWLEY. 

FOULEST  brute  that  ftinks  below. 
Why  in  this  brown  dofl  thou  appear  ? 
For,  wouldfl  thou  make  a  fouler  fhow. 
Thou  muft  go  naked  all  the  year. 
Frefh  from  the  mud  a  wallowing  fow. 
Would  then  be  not  fo  brown  as  thou. 

'Tis  not  the  coat  that  looks  fb  dun. 

His  hide  emits  a  foulnefs  out ; 
Not  one  jot  better  looks  the  fuh 
Seen  from  behind  a  dirty  clout : 
So  t — ds  within  a  glafs  enclofe. 
The  glafs  v/ill  feem  as  brown  as  there. 

Thou  now  one  heap  of  foulnefs  art. 

All  outward  and  within  is  foul ; 
Condenfed  filth  !h  every  part. 

Thy  body  's  cloathed  like  thy  foul ; 
Thy  foul,  which  through  thy  hide  of  buff 
Scarce  glimmers  like  a  dying  fnuiT. 

Old  carted  bawds  fuch,  garments  wear,  ' 
When  pelted  all  with  dirt  they  fhiae; 
Such  their  exalted  bodies  are. 

As  fnrivei'd  and  as  black  as  thine. 
If  the u  wert  in  a  cart,  I  fear 
Thou  wouldil  be  pelted  worfe  than  they  're. 


Yet, 
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Yet,  when  we  fee  thee  thus  arrayM, 

The  neighbours  think  it  is  but  juft. 
That  thou  fhouldft  take  an  honeft  trade. 
And  weekly  carry  out  the  duft. 
Of  cleanly  houfes  who  will  doubt. 
When  Dick  cries,  "  Dull  to  carry  out  ?" 


DICK'S      VARIETY. 

DULL  uniformity  in  fools 
I  hate,  who  gape  and  fneer  by  rules. 

You,  Mullinix,  and  ilobbering  C , 

Who  every  day  and  hour  the  fame  are ; 

That  vulgar  talent  I  defpife 

Of  pilfing  in  the  rabble's  eyes. 

And  v/hen  I  liften  to  the  noife 

Of  ideots  roaring  to  the  boys ; 

To  better  judgments  IHU  fubmitting, 

I  own  I  fee  but  little  wit  in : 

Such  paltimes,  when  our  tafhc  is  nice. 

Can  pleafe  at  moft  bat  once  or  twice. 

But  then  confider  Dick,  you  '11  find 
His  genius  of  fuperior  kind; 
He  never  muddles  in  the  dirt. 
Nor  fcowers  the  ftreets  without  a  Ihirt; 
Though  Dick,  I  dare  prefume  to  fay. 
Could  do  fuch  feats  as  well  as  thev. 
Dick  I  could  \'enture  e\"ery  where. 
Let  the  boys-pelt  him  if  tliey  dare ; 

He'd 


15:;.  SWIFT^S     POEMS. 

He  *d  have  them  try'd  at  the  ailizes 

For  priefls  and  jcfuits  in  difguifes ; 

Swear  they  were  with  the  Swedes  at  Bender, 

And  lining  troops  for  the  pretender. 

But  Dick  can  fart,  and  dance,  and  friik. 
No  other  monkey  half  fo  brifk ; 
Now  has  the  fpeaker  by  the  ears. 
Next  moment  in  the  houfe  of  peers ; 
Now  fcolding  at  my  lady  Euftace, 
Or  thralhing  Baby  in  her  new  flays, 
Prello !  be  gone !  with  t'other  hop 
He  's  powdering  in  a  barber's  (hop; 
Now  at  the  anti-chamber  thrulling 
His  nofe  to  get  the  circle  juft  in. 
And  d — ns  his  blood,  that  in  the  rear 
He  fees  one  iingle  Tory  there  : 
Then,  woe  be  to  my  lord  lieutenant. 
Again  he  'U  tell  him,  and  again  on  't. 


A 

N    E 

P  I  1 

0  N 

^  A  P 

H 

GENERAL 

GORGES 

*  AND 

LADY 

MEATHf. 

UNDER  this  flone  lie  Dicky  and  Dolly. 
Doll  dying  iirft,  Dick  grew  melancholy ; 
For  Dick  without  Doll  thought  living  a  folly. 

*  OfKilbrue,  hi  the  county  of  Meath.     N. 

•f  Dorothy  dowager  of  Edward  earl  of  Meath.  She  was  mar- 
ried to  the  General  in  1716  j  and  died  April  10,  1728  :  herhuf* 
band  furvived  but  two  days,     Nt 

Dick 
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Dick  loft  in  Doll  a  wife  tender  and  dear  : 
But  Dick  loft  by  Doll  twelve  hundred  a  year ; 
A  lofs  that  Dick  thought  no  mortal  could  bear, 

Dick  figh'd  for  his  Doll,  and  his  mournful  arms  croft; 
Thought  much  of  his  Doll,  and  the  jointure  he  loft  : 
The  hrft  vex'd  him  much,  the  other  vex'd  moft. 

Thus  loaded  with  grief,  Dick  figh'd  and  he  cry'd ; 
To  live  without  both  full  three  days  he  try'd ; 
But  lik'd  neither  lofs,  and  fo  quietly  dy'd. 

Dick  left  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after : 
Then,  reader,  pray  ftied  fome  tears  of  fait- water ; 
For  fo  fad  a  tale  is  no  fubjeft  of  laughter. 

Meath  fmiles  for  the  jointure,  though  gotten  fo  late  ; 
The  fon  laughs,  that  got  the  hard-gotten  eftate  ; 
And  CuiFe*  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicant  plate. 

Here  quiet  they  lie,  in  hopes  to  rife  one  day. 
Both  folemnly  put  in  this  hole  on  a  Sunday, 
And  here  xt^—fic  tranjit  gloria  mundi! 

VERSES    ON    I    KNOW    NOT    WHAT, 

MY  lateft  tribute  here  I  fend. 
With  this  let  your  collection  end* 
Thus  I  confign  you  down  to  fame 
A  character  to  praife  or  blame : 
And,  if  the  whole  may  pafs  for  true. 
Contented  reft,  you  have  your  due. 
Give  future  times  the  fatisfadion. 
To  leave  one  handle  for  detrai^ion^ 

*  John  Cuffe  of  Defart,  Efq.    niarried  the  Generars  eldef? 
daughter.     N. 

DR, 
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DR.     SWIFT'S     COMPLAINT, 

ON    HIS     OWN     DEAFNESS. 

WITH    AN    ANSWER. 

DOCTOR. 

EAF,  giddy,  helplefs,  left  alone; 

ANSWER. 

Except  the  firfr,  the  fault 's  your  own. 

DOCTOP-. 
To  all  my  friends  a  burthen  grown : 

ANSWER. 

Eecaufe  to  few  you  will  be  Ihown. 

Give  them  good  wine,  and  meat  to  ftufF, 

You  may  have  company  enough. 

DOCTOR. 

No  more  I  hear  ir^y  church's  bell. 
Than  if  it  rang  /  ut  for  my  knell. 

ANSWER. 

Then  v/rite  and  read,  'twill  do  as  well. 

DOCTOR. 

At  thunder  no^v  no  more  I  Hart, 
Than  at  the  rumbling  of  a  cart. 

ANSWER. 

Think  then  of  thunder  v/hen  you  fart. 

DOCTOR. 

And,  what 's  incredible,  alack! 
No  more  I  hear  a  woman's  clack, 

ANSWER. 

A  woman's  clack,  if  I  have  Ikill, 

Sounds  fomewhat  like  a  throwfter's  mill ; 

But  louder  than  a  bell,  or  thundery 

That  does,  I  o\mi,  incrcafe  mv  wonder.  DR« 
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O  N 

SAINT       CECILIA'S       DAY, 

GRAVE  Deanof  St.  Patrick's,  how  comes  it  to  pafs. 
That  you,  who  know  mufic  no  more  than  an  afs  3 
That  you,  who  To  lately  were  writing  of  Drapiers, 
Should  lend  your  cathedral  to  players  andfcrapers? 
To  aft  fuch  an  opera  once  in  a  year. 
So  oftenfive  to  every  true  Proteftant  ear, 
Witli  trumpets,  and  fiddles,  and  organs,  and  fmging. 
Will  fur€  the  Pretender  and  Popery  bring  in. 
No  Proteftant  Prelate,  his  Lordihip  or  Grace, 
-Durll  there  fliew-his  Right  or  Mod  Reverend  face: 
How  would  it  pollute  their  croiiers  and  rochets 
^0  liften  to  minims,  and  quavers,  and  crotchets ! 

[T^e  rejl  is  'vua^iting.'l 
o  N 

■PADDY'S      CHARACTER 
OF  THE   INTELLIGENCER*. 


A 


S  a  thorn-bufii,  or  oaken-bough. 
Stuck  in  an  Irifn  cabin's  brow. 

Above 


*  Dr.  Sheridan  was  publi/Kerof the  "Intelligencer,"  a  weekly 
paper,  written  priftclpally  by  hlfnfelf ;  but  Dr.  Swift  occafionally 

fupp'Ied 
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Above  the  door,  at  country-fair, 
Betokens  entertainment  there  ; 
So  bays  on  poets'  brows  have  been 
Set,  for  a  fign  of  wit  within. 
And,  as  ill  neighbours  in  the  night 
Pull  down  an  ale-houfe  bufh  for  fpite ; 
The  laurel  fo,  by  poets  worn. 
Is  by  the  teeth  of  Envy  torn  ; 
Envy,  a  canker-worm,  which  tears 
Thofe  facred  leaves  that  lightning /pares. 

And  now  t'  exemplify  this  moral : 
Tom  having  earn'd  a  twig  of  laurel 
(Which,  meafur'd  on  his  head,  was  found 
Not  long  enough  to  reach  half  round. 
Bat,  like  a  girl's  cockade,  was  ty'd, 
A  trophy,  on  his  temple-fide)  ; 
Paddy  repin'd  to  fee  him  wear 
This  badge  of  honour  in  his  hair; 
And,  thinking  this  cockade  of  wit 
Would  his  own  temples  better  fit. 
Forming  his  Mufe  by  Smedley's  f  model. 
Lets  drive  at  Tom's  devoted  noddle. 
Pelts  him  by  turns  with  verfe  and  profe. 
Hums  like  a  hornet  at  his  nofe, 

jfupplied  him  with  a  letter.  Dr.  Dehny,  piqued  at  the  approbatien 
Ihofe  papers  received,  attacked  them  violently  both  in  converf.uion 
and  print ;  but  unfortunately  ftumbled  on  fome  of  the  Rumbers 
■which  the  Dean  had  written, 
gave  rife  to  thefe  verfcs.  N. 
f   Dean  of  Ferns.    See  the  next  poem. 
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At  length  prefumes  to  vent  his  fatire  on 
The  Dean,  Tom's  honour'd  friend  and  patron. 
The  eagrle  in  the  tale,  ye  know, 
Teas'd  by  a  buzzing  v/afp  below. 
Took  wing  to  Jove,  and  hop'd  to  reft 
Securely  in  the  thunderer's  breaft : 
In  vain ;  even  there,  to  fpoil  his  nod, 
TYiQ/piteful  inje£i  flung  the  god. 

PARODY 

ON      A 

CHARACTER    OF    DEAN    SMEDLEY% 
Written  in  Latin  by  himfelf. 

THE  very  reverend  Dean  Smedley, 
Of  dulltie/s,  pride,  conceit ,  a  medley. 
Was  equally  allow' d  to  fhine. 
As  poet ,  fcholar ,  and  di'vine  ; 
With  godlinefs  could  well  difpenfe; 
Would  be  a  rakeyhxxX.  wanted  fenfe; 
Would  ftridlly  after  Truth  enquire, 
Becaufe  he  dreaded  to  come  nigh  her. 
For  Liberty  no  champion  bolder. 
He  hated  bailiffs  at  his  Ihoulder. 
To  half  the  world  a  ftanding  jefl; 
A  perfeifb  nuifance  to  the  reft: 
From  many  (and  we  may  believe  him) 
Had  the  beft  wifhes  they  could  give  him. 

*  The  original  is  in  the  **  Supplement  to  Swift."     N, 

Vol.  XLIII.  To 
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To  all  mankind  a  conftant  friend. 

Provided  they  had  cajh  to  lend. 

One  thing  he  did  before  he  went  hence. 

He  left  us  a  laconic  fentence. 

By  cutting  of  his  phrafe,  and  trimming. 

To  prove  that  Bifhops  were  old  women. 

Poor  Envy  durft  not  fhew  her  phiz. 

She  was  fo  terrified  at  his. 

He  waded,  without  any  ihame. 

Through  thick  and  thin  to  get  a  name. 

Tried  every  fharping  trick  for  bread. 

And  after  all  he  feldom  fped. 

When  Fortune  favour'd,  he  was  nice ; 

He  never  once  would  cog  the  dice : 

But,  if  Ihe  turn'd  againft  his  play. 

He  knew  to  flop  a  quatre  trois. 

Now  found  in  mind,  and  found  in  corpus, 

(Says  he)  though  fvvell'd  like  2iTiy  porpoij}^ 

He  heys  from  hence  at  forty- four 

(But  by  his  lewve  he  Jinks  a /core) 

To  the  Eaft-Indies,  there  to  cheat. 

Till  he  can  purchafe  an  eftate ; 

Where,  after  he  has  fill'd  his  cheft. 

He  '11  mount  liis  tui,  and  preach  his  befl. 

And  plainly  prove,  by  dint  of  text. 

This  world  is  his,  and  theirs  the  next. 

Left  that  the  reader  Ihould  not  know 

The  bank  where  laft  he  fet  his  toe, 

'Twas  Greenwich.     There  he  took  a  fhip, 

And  gave  his  creditors  the  flip. 

But 
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-Bat  left  cbro}2ology  lliould  vary. 

Upon  the  Ides  of  February ; 

In  jhventcen  "hundred  eight  and  tiventy. 

To  Fort  St.  George  a  pedlar  went  he. 

Ye  Fate£,  when  all  he  gets  is  fpent. 

Return   him   beggar   as   he  went  I 

^P  A  U  L  U  S.       BY     MR.     L  I  N  D  S  A  Y*. 

Dublin,  Sept.  7,    1728. 

'*"    A  SLAVE  .to  crowds,  fcorch'd  with  the  fumm^r's 

l\         «  heats, 
*'  In  courts  the  wretched  lawyer  toils  and  fweats;; 
*'  While  fmiling  Nature,  in  her  beft  attire, 
■**  Regales  each  fenfe,  and  vernal  joys  infpire. 
"  Can  he  who  knows  that  real  good  (hould  pleafe, 
*'  Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  eafe  r " — 
Thus  Paulus  pxeach'd : — When,  entering  at  the  door, 
•Upon  his  board  the  client  pours  the  ore  : 
He  grafps  the  fhining  gift,  pores  o'er  the  caufe. 
Forgets  the  fun,  and  dofe.th  on  the  laws. 

THE        A    N    S   W    E    R. 
BY     DR.     S  W  I  F  T. 

LI  N  D  S  AY  miRakes  the  matter  quite. 
And  honeft  Paulus  Judges  right. 
Then,  why  thefe  quarrels  to  the  fun. 
Without  whofc  aid  you  're  all  undone  ? 

*  Mr.  Lindfay,  a  polite  and  elegant  fcholar,  at  th.'.c  time  a,i 
eminent  pleader  in  Dublin,  afterwards  one  of  the  juftices  of  ths 
court  of  cummon-ple*Ct     N. 

Vol.  XLIII.  M  Did 
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Did  Paulus  e'er  complain  of  fweat? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  the  fun  forget ; 
The  influence  of  whofe  golden  beams 
Soon  licks  up  all  unfavoury  fteams  ? 
The  fun,  you  fay,  his  face  hath  kifs'd  : 
It  has ;  but  then  it  greas'd  his  fill. 
True  lawyers,  for  the  wife  ft  ends. 
Have  always  been  Apollo's  friends. 
Not  for  his  fuperficial  powers 
Of  ripening  fruits,  and  gilding  flowers -j 
Not  for  infpiring  poets'  brains 
With  pennylefs  and  ftarveling  drains; 
Not  for  his  boafted  healing  art ; 
Not  for  his  fkill  to  ihoot  the  dart ; 
Nor  yet  becaufe  he  fweetly  fiddles ; 
Nor  for  his  prophecies  in  riddles : 
But  for  a  more  fubftantial  caufe — 
Apollo  's  patron  of  the  laws ; 
Whom  Paulus  ever  muft  adore. 
As  parent  of  the  golden  ore. 
By  Phoebus,  an  inceiluous  birth. 
Begot  upon  his  grand-dame  Earth; 
By  Phoebus  firft  produc'd  to  light ; 
By  Vulcan  form'd  fo  round  and  bright: 
Then  ofFer'd  at  tlie  ihrine  of  jullice. 
By  clients  to  her  priefts  and  truflees. 
Nor,  when  we  fee  Aftraea  Hand 
With  even  balance  in  her  hand, 
Muft  we  fuppofe  fhe  hath  in  view. 
How  to  give  every  man  his  due ; 


Iler 
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Her  fcales  you  fee  her  only  hold. 

To  weigh  her  priells*  the  lawyers  gold. 

Now,  fhould  I  own  your  cafe  was  grievous. 
Poor  fweaty  Paulus,  who  *d  believe  us  ? 
'Tis  very  true,  and  none  denies, 
.At  leaft,  that  fjch  complaints  are  wife  : 
'Tis  wife,  no  doubt,  as  clients  fat  you  more. 
To  cry,  like  ftatefmen,  ^anta  patimur! 
But,  iince  the  truth  muft  needs  be  ftretched. 
To  prove  that  lawyers  are  fo  wretched ; 
This  paradox  I  '11  undertake. 
For  Paulus'  and  for  Lindfay's  fake ; 
By  topicks,  which,  though  I  abomlne  'em. 
May  ferve  as  arguments  ad  hominem  : 
Yet  I  difdain  to  offer  thofe 
Made  ufe  of  by  detrading  foes. 

I  own,  the  curfes  of  mankind 
Sit  light  upon  alaw)'er's  mind: 
The  clamours  of  ten  thoufand  tongues 
Break  not  his  reft,  nor  hurt  his  lungs. 
I  own,  his  confcience  always  free 
(Provided  he  has  got  his  fee)  ; 
Secure  of  conftant  peace  within. 
He  knows  no  guilt,  who  knows  no  fin. 

Yet  well  they  merit  to  be  pitied. 
By  clients  always  over-witted. 
And  though  the  gofpel  feems  to  fay 
What  heavy  burthens  lawyers  lay 
Upon  the  Ihoulders  of  their  neighbour. 
Nor  lend  a  finger  to  the  labour, 

M  2  Always 
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Always  for  faving  their  own  bacon ; 
No  doubt,  the  text  is  here  miftaken : 
The  copy  's  falfe,  and  fenfe  is  rack'd.: 
To  prove  it,  I  appeal  to  fact ; 
And  thus  by  demonilnition  fhow 
What  burthens  lawyers  undergo. 

With  early  clients  at  his  door. 
Though  he  was  drunk  the  night  before. 
And  crop-fick  with  unciubb'd-for  wine> 
The  wretch  mufi:  be  at  court  by  nine; 
Half  funk  beneath  his  briefs  and  bag. 
As  ridden  by  a  midnight  hag: 
Then  from  the  bar,  harangues  the  benchj 
In  Englifh'vile,  and  viler  French, 
And  Latin,  vileft  of  the  three ; 
And  all  for  poor,  ten  moidores  fee  ! 
Of  paper  how  is  he  profufe. 
With  periods  long,  in  terms  abftrufe ! 
What  pains  he  takes  to  be  prolix, 
A  thoufand  lines  to  Hand  for  fix ! 
Of  common  fenfe  without  a  word  in  ! 
And  is  not  this  a  grievous  burden  ? 

The  law)'er  is  a  common  drudge. 
To  fight  our  caufe  before  the  judge: 
And,  what  is  yet  a  greater  curfe, 
Condemn'd  to  bear  his  client's  purfe; 
While  he,  ateafe,  fecure  and  light. 
Walks  boldly  home  at  dead  of  night; 
When  term  is  ended,  leaves  the  town. 
Trots  to  his  country-manfion  down  ; 


And, 


T  O     MR.     L  I  N  D  S  A  Y.  165 

And,  direncumbei-'d  of  his  load. 

No  danger  dreads  upon  the  road ; 

Defpifeth  rapparees,  and  rides 

Safe  through  the  Newry  mountains'  fides. 

Lindfay,  'tis  you  have  fet^me  on. 
To  ftate  this  queftion  pro  and  con. 
My  fatire  may  offend,  'tis  true'; 
However,  it  concerns  not  you. 
I  own,  there  may,  in  every  clan. 
Perhaps,  be  found  one  honeft  man; 
Yet  link  them  clofe,  in  this  they  jump,- 
To  be  but  rafcals  in  the  lump. 
Imagine  Lindfay  at  the  bar. 
He  's  much  the  fame  his  brethren  are;- 
Well  taught  by  praftice  to  imbibe 
The  fundamentals  of  his  tribe:  .    •  \ 

And,  in  his  client's  juft  defence, 
Mufi:  deviate  oft'  from  common  fenfe;- 
And  make  his  ignorance  difcerned. 
To  get  the  name  of  Council  Learned- 
(As  Ituus  comes  a  non  lucendo). 
And  wifely  do  as-  other  men  do : 
But  (hift  him  to  a  better  fcene. 
Among  his  crew  of  rogues  in  grain;' 
Surrounded  with  corhpanions  fit. 
To  tafte  his  humour,  fenfe,  and  wit; 
You  'd  fvvear  he  never  took  a  fee. 
Nor  knew  in  lav/  his  A,  B,  C. 

'Tis  hard,  where  duUnefs  over-rules,- 
To  keep  good  fenfe  in  crowds  of  fools. 

M  3  And 
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And  we  admire  the  man  who  faves 
Kis  honefty  in  crowds  of  knaves; 
Nor  yields  up  virtue,  at  difcretion. 
To  villains  of  his  own  profeffion. 
Lindfay,  you  know  what  pains  you  tak« 
In  both,  yet  hardly  fave  year  ftake ; 
And  vvill  you  venture  both  anew. 
To  lit  among  that  venal  crew. 
That  pack  of  mimic  legifiators, 
A.bandon'd,  llupid,  llavifh  praters  ? 
For,  as  the  rabble  daub  and  rifle 
The  fool  who  fcrambles  for  a  trifle ; 
Who  fcr  his  pains  is  cufr 'd  and  kick'd, 
Dra'ATi  through  the  dirt,  his  pockets  pick'd; 
You  muft  expeft  the  like  difgrace. 
Scrambling  v\ith  rogues  to  get  a  place ; 
Mufl:  lofe  the  honour  you  have  gain'd. 
Your  numerous  \drtues  foully  Hain'd ; 
Difclaim  for  ever  all  pretence 
To  common  honefty  and  fenfe; 
And  join  in  friend fliip  ^\ith  a  flrl£l  tie. 
To  M— 1,  C— y,  and  Dick  Tighe*. 

*  This  gentleman,  who  was  a  privy  counfellor,  Incurred  the 
fevere  difpleafure  of  the  Dean,  who  has  taken  feveral  opportu- 
jiities  of  ce.afuring  him«     N. 
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A         DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

AN    EMINENT    LAWYER* 

AND 

DR.     JONATHAN     SWIFT,     D.  S.  P.  Dr 
In  Allusion  to  Horace,  Book  II.  Sat.  i. 

*'   Sunt  quibus  in  Satira,  &c." 
DR.   SV/IFT. 

SINCE  there  are  perfons  who  complaiu 
There  's  too  much  fatire  in  my  vein  j 
That  I  am  often  found  exceeding 
The  rules  of  raillery  and  breeding ; 
With  too  much  freedom  treat  my  betters. 
Not  fparing  even  men  of  letters : 
You,  who  are  ikill'd  in  lawyers'  lore. 
What  's  your  advice  ?  Shall  I  give  o'er  ? 
Nor  ever  fools  or  knaves  expofe 
Either  in  verfe  or  humorous  profe  ; 
And,  to  avoid  all  future  ill. 
In  my  fcrutoire  lock  up  my  quill? 

LAWYER. 

Since  you  are  pleas'd  to  condefeend 
To  a&  the  judgement  of  a  friend, 

*  Mr.  Lijxlfay.     See  p.  i6i-» 

M  4  Your 
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Your  cafe  confider'd,  I  muft  think 

Ycu  fnoald  withdraw  frcm  pen  and- ink,- 

Forbear  your  poetry  and  jokes. 

And  live  like  other  Ghriftian  folks ; 

Or,  if  the  Mufes  muft  infpire 

Your  fancy  with  their  pleafing  firej. 

Take  fubjeds  fafer  for  your  wit 

Than  thcfe  on  which  you  lately  writ. 

Comtnend  the  times,  your  thoughts  corPcCCyy 

And  follow  the  prevailing  feci ; 

Aficrt,  that  Hyde*,  in  writing  ftory. 

Shews  all  the  malice  of  a  Tory; 

While  Burnetf ,  in  his  deachlefs  page, 

Difcovcrs  freedom  without  rage. 

To  Woolftbnt  recommend  our  youth,  ■ 

For  learning,  probity,  and  truth; 

That  noble  genius,  who  unbinds 

The  chain  which  fetter  free-born  minds  y 

Redeems  us  from  the  flaviih  fears 

Which  lafted  near  two  thoufand  years ; 

He  can  alone  the  priefthood  humble, 

Make  gilded  fpires  and  altars  tumble.- 

DR.   SWIFT. 

Muft  I  commend  againft  my  confcience 
Such  ftupid  biafphemy  and  nonfenfe  ? 

*  Edward  Hydf,  the  firft  earl  of  Clarendon,  who  wrote  the 
Hiftor>-  of  the  Civil  Wars.     N. 

f  The  celebrated  Bifhop  of  Salifbury.     N.- 

J  A  degraded  clergyman  of  the  church  of  EpgUnd,  who  wrote 
againft  the  miracles  of  Chrift.     N. 

To 

/ 
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TTo  fuch  a  fubjefl  tune  my  lyre. 
And  fing  likj  one  of  Milton's  choir,. 
Where  devils  to  a  vale  retreat. 
And  call  the  laws  of  Wifdom  Fate, 
Lament  upon  their  haplefs  fall. 
That  Force  free  Virtue  (hould  enthrall  ? 
Or  fhall  the  charms  of  Wealth  and  Power 
Make  me  pollute  the  Mufes'  bower  ?■ 

LAWYER. 

As  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
Hear  from  mydefk  the  words  that  follow:' 
'*  Some,  by  philofophers  mifled, 
"  Muft  honour  you  alive  and  dead; 
'*  And  fuch  as  know  what  Greece  hath  writ,' 
'^  Muft  tafte  your  irony  and  wit-; 
**  Whilft  moft  that  are,  or  would  be  great, 
"  Muft  dread  your  pen,  your  perfon  hate;- 
*'  And  you  on  Drapier's*  hill  muft  lie,- 
"  And  there  without  a  mitre  die." 


ON  BURNING  A  DULL  POEM.    1729.- 

AN  afs's  hoof  alone  can  hold 
That  poifonous  juice  which  kills  by  cold, 
Methought,  when  I  this  poem  read. 
No  vefiel  but  an  afs's  head 

*  In  the  county  of  Armagh,  where  Dr.  Swift,  In  the  year 
1729,  had  fome  thoughts  of  building;  as  appears  by  fevcralofthe 
following  PoemSi     N, 

Sucl^ 
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Such  frigid  fuftian  could  contain ; 

I  mean,  the  head  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thoughts,- 

Went  down  like  flupifying  draughts : 

I  found  my  head  began  to  fwim, 

A  numbnefs  crept  through  every  limb. 

In  hafte,  with  imprecations  dire, 

I  threw  the  volume  in  the  fire : 

When,  (who  could  think?)  though  cold  as  iccj 

It  burnt  to  afhes  in  a  trice. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fame  ? 
Though  born  in  fnow,  it  dy'd  in  flame. 


AN        EPISTLE 

T  O 

HIS  EXCELLENCY  JOHN  LORD  CARTERET. 

BY     DR.     D  E  L  A  N  Y.     1729. 

*'  Credis  ob  hoc,  me,  Paftor,  opes  fortafie  rogar«, 
*'  Propter  quod,  valgus,  craflaque  turba  rogat." 

Mart.  Epig.  lib.  Ix. 

THOU  wife  and  learned  ruler  of  our  ifle, 
Whofe  guardian  care  can  all  her  griefs  beguile ; 
When  next  your  generous  foul  Ihall  ccndefcend 
T'  inftru6t  or  entertain  your  humble  friend  ; 
Whether,  retiring  from  your  weighty  charge. 
On  fome  high  theme  you  learnedlv  enlarge ; 

Of 
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Of  all  the  ways  ofwifdom  reafon  well. 

How  Richelieu  rofe,  and  how  Sejanus  fell : 

Or,  when  your  brow  Icfs  thoughtfully  unbends. 

Circled  with  Swift  and  fome  delighted  friends ; 

When,  mixing  mirth  and  wifdom  v/ith  your  wine. 

Like  that  your  wit  fliall  flow,  your  genius  Ihine  5. 

Nor  with  lefs  praife  the  converfation  guide. 

Than  in  the  public  councils  you  decide : 

Or  when  the  Dean,  long  privileg'd  to  rail, 

Aflerts  his  friend  with  more  impetuous  zeal ; 

You  hear  (whilit  I  fit  by  abalh'd  and  mute). 

With  foft  concelfions  fliortening  the  difpute ; 

Then  clofe  with  kind  enquiries  of  my  ftate, 

*'  How  are  your  tithes,  and  have  they  rofe  of  late  ? 

"  Why,  Chrift-Church  is  a  pretty  ntuation, 

**  There  are  not  many  better  in  the  nation  I 

**  This,  with  your  other  things,  mufl:  yield  you  clear 

"  Some  fix — at  leaft  five  hundred  pounds  a  year.'* 

Suppofe,  at  fuch  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  fpeak  thefe  truths  as  plainly  as  you  read  'em^ 
(You  fhall  rejoin,  my  lord,  when  I  've  replied. 
And,  if  you  pleafe,  my  lady  fhall  decide)  : 

"  My  lord,  I  'm  fatisfied  you  meant  me  well; 
"  And  that  I  'm  thankful,  all  the  world  can  tell : 
*^  But  you  '11  forgive  me,  if  1  own  th'  event 
"  Is  fhort,  is  very  fhort,  of  your  intent; 
*'  At  leafl,  I  feel  fome  ills  unfelt  before, 
**  My  income  lefs,  and  my  expences  more." 

*'  How,  doflor !  double  vicar !  double  redor ! 
<«  A  dignitary  I  with  a  city  ledure  I 

**  What 
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*"'  What  glebes — what  dues-^what  titlies — what  fines— ^ 

"  what  rent ! 
*''  Why,  dodlor! — will  you  never  be  content?'* 

"  Would  my  good  lord  but  cafi  up  the  account, 
''  And  fee  to  what  my  revenues  amount.- 
*"*■  My  titles  ample  I  but  my  gain  fo  fmall, 
*■*  That  one  good  vicarage  is  worth  them  all :' 
"  And  very  wretched  fure  is  he,  that  's  double' 
*■*  In  nothing  but  his  titles  and  his  trouble. 
*"'  Add  to  this  crying  grievance,  if  you  pleafe,- 
*'*■  My  horfes  founder'd  on  Fermanah  wavs; 
*■'  Ways  of  well-polifh'd  and  well-pointed  flone,- 
^'  Where  every  ftep  endangers  every  bone ; 
*"*  And  more  to  raife  your  pity  and  your  vsonder, 
"  Tv/o  churches — twelve  Hibernian  miles  afunder  1 
"  With  complicated  cures,  I  labour  hard  in, 
*'  Befides  whole  fummers  abfent  from  my  garden'.—' 
"  But  that  the  world  would  think  I  play'd  the  fool, 
*^  I  'd  change  with'  Charley  Grattan  for  his  fchool*— *■ 
'*■  What  fine  cafcades,  what  viftos,  might  I  make,- 
*"^  Fixt  in  the  centre  of  th'  lernian  lake  ! 
"  There  might  I  fail  delighted,  fmooth  and  fafe, 
"  Beneath  the  condutfl  of  my  good  SirRalphf  : 
**  There  's  not  a  better  fteerer  in  the  realm ; 
*'^  I  hope,  my  lord,  you  '11  call  him  to  the  helm.^' — 

*'  Dodlor — a  glorious  fcheme  to  cafe  your  grief. 
^'  When  cures  are  crofs,  a  fchool  's  a  fure  relief. 

*   A  fr(je-fchool    at  Innifklllen,   founded  by   Erafmus  Smith, 
cfq.     N. 

f  Sir  Ralph  Gore,  who  had  a  villa  in  the  lake  of  Erin* 

"  You 
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'*'  You  cannot  fail  of  being  happy  there, 
•*'  The  lake  will  be  the  Lethe  of  your  care  : 
•"  The  fcheme  is  for  your  honour  and  your  eafe ; 
"  And,  dodor,  I  '11  promote  it  when  you  pleafe. 
^'  Mean-while,  allowing  things  below  your  merit;, 
*'  Yet,  dodlor,  you  Ve  a  philofophic  fpirit; 
•"  Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  your  income,  fmall, 
"  And  you  've  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 
**  You  've  trees,  and  fruits,  and  roots,  enough  in  flore : 
"  And  what  would  a  philofopher  have  more? 
**  You  cannot  wifh  for  coaches,  kitchens,  cooks-^" 

"  My  lord,  I  've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books— 
*'  Or  pray,  fuppofe  my  wants  were  all  fupplied, 
*'  Are  there  no  wants  I  ihould  regard  befide? 
"  Whofe  breaft  is  fo  unmann'd,  as  not  to  grieve, 
**  Compafs'd  with  miferies  he  can't  relieve? 
"  Who  can  -be  happy — who  ftiould  wiih  to  live, 
"  And  want  the  godlike  happinefs  to  give  ? 
"  (That  I  'iji  a  judge  of  this,  you  muft  allow: 
**  I  had  it  once — and  I  'm  debarr'd  it  now.) 
■"  Afk  your  own  heart,  my  lord,  if  this  be  true, 
"  Then  how  unblell:  am  1 1  how  bleft  are  you  1'* 

"  'Tis  true — but,  do6lor,  let  us  wave  all  that-^ 
"  Say,  if  you  had  your  wifh,  what  you  'd  be  at." 

"  Excufe  me,  good  my  lord — I  won't  be  founded^ 
"  Nor  fhall  your  favour  by  my  wants  be  bounded. 
**  My  lord,  1  challenge  nothing  as  my  due, 
**  Nor  is  it  f.t  I  Ihould  prefcribe  to  you. 
*'  Yet  tills  might  Symmachus  himfelf  avow 
*'  (Whofe  rigid  rules  are  antiquated  now)— 

"  My 
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^'  My  lord,  I  *d  willi  to  pay  the  debts  I  ^wf — 
**  I  'd  wilh  befides  — to  build y  and  to  bejioiu,'^ 


AN  EPISTLE   UPON   AN   EPISTLE 

FROM 

A    CERTAIN     DOCTOR 

T  O 

A      CERTAIN      GREAT      LORD. 
Being  a  Christmas-eox  for  Dr.  Del  any. 

AS  Jove  will  not  attend  on  lefs. 
When  things  of  more  importance  prefs  5 
You  can't,  grave  Sir,  believe  it  hard. 
That  you,  a  low  Hibernian  bard. 
Should  cool  your  heels  awhile,  and  wait 
Unanfwer'd  at  your  patron\  gate  : 
And  would  my  lord  vouchfafe  to  grant 
This  one,  poor,  humble  boon  I  want. 
Free  leave  to  play  his  Secretary, 
As  Falflaff  afted  old  King  Harry; 
I  'd  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print : 
Folks  ihrug,  and  cry  There  'j  nothing  in  V. 
And,  after  feveral  readings  over. 
It  Ihines  moft  in  the  marble  cover. 

How  could  fo  fine  a  tafle  difpenfe. 
With  mean  degrees  of  wit  and  fenfe  ? 
Nor  will  my  lord  fo  far  beguile 
The  njjife  and  learned  of  our  if^e ; 

T# 
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To  make  it  pafs  upon  the  nation. 
By  dint  of  his  fole  approbation. 
The  tafk  is  arduous,  patrons  find. 
To  warp  the  fenfe  of  all  mankind ; 
Who  think  your  Mufe  muft  firft  afpire. 
Ere  he  advance  the  dodlor  higher. 

You  've  caufe  to  fay  he  meant  you  qjuell: 
That  you  are  thankful,  who  can  tell? 
For  iHll  you  're  fliort  (which  grieves  your  fpirit) 
Of  his  intent ;  you  mean,  your  merit. 

Ah!  quant 0  reQius,  tu  adept e^ 
^i  nil  mcliris  tarn  inept e  ? 
Smedley*,  thou  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
"  When  thou  thy  humble  lay  doH  offer 
■"  To  Grafton's  grace,  with  grateful  hearty 
"  Thy  thanks  and  verfe  devoid  of  art : 
"  Content  with  what  his  bounty  gave, 
*'  No  larger  income  doft  thou  crave." 

But  you  muH  have  cafcades,  and  all 
lerne's  lake  for  your  canal. 
Your  viHos,  barges,  and  (a  pox  on 
All  pride ! )  our  Speaker  for  your  coxon : 
It 's  pity  that  he  can't  bellow  you 
Twelve  commoners  in  caps  to  row  you. 
Thus  Edgar  proud,  in  days  of  yore. 
Held  monarchs  labouring  at  the  oar ; 
And,  as  he  pafs'd,  fo  fwell'd  the  Dee^ 
Enrag'd,  as  Ern  would  do  at  thee. 

*  See  a  Petition  to  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  vol.  XLII.  p.  4^5, 

How 
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How  diiferent  is  this  from  Smedley'! 
(His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lie) 
■*'  Who  only  afks  fome  pretty  cure, 
•''  In  wholefome  foil  and  sther  pure; 
'^  The  garden  rtor'd  with  artlefs  flowers^ 
**  In  either  angle  fhady  bowers : 
"  No  gay  parterre  with  coftly  green 
"  Muft  in  the  ambient  hedge  be  feen  ; 
**  But  Nature  freely  takes  her  courfe, 
*'  Nor  fears  from  him  ungrateful  force : 
*'  No  fheers  to  check  her  fprouting  vigour, 
'**  Or  ftiape  lYicyeivs  to  antic  figure." 

But  you,  forfooth,  your  all  muft  fquander 
On  that  poor  fpot,  calPd  Dell-ville  yonder: 
And  when  you  've  been  at  vaft  expences 
In  whims,  parterres,,  canals,  and  fences. 
Your  affets  fail,  and  caih  is  wanting ; 
Nor  farther  buildings,  farther  planting  : 
No  wonder,  when  you  raife  and  level. 
Think  this  wall  low,  and  that  wall  bevel. 
Here  a  convenient  box  you  found, 
Wliich  you  demoliih'd  to  the  ground : 
Then  built,  then  took  up  with  your  arbour. 
And  fet  the  houfe  to  Rupert  Barber. 
You  fprang  an  arch,  which,  in  a  fcurvy 
Humour,  you  tumbled  topfy-turvy. 
You  change  a  circle  to  a  fquare. 
Then  to  a  circle  as  you  were  : 
Who  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  l5^ 
That  you  quadrata  change  rotundis? 


T« 
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To  Fame  a  temple  you  ere£l, 
A  Flora  does  the  dome  protect ; 
Mounts,  walks,  on  high :  and  'm  a  hollow 
You  place  the  Mufes  and  Apollo; 
There  fhining  ^midft  his  train,  to  grace 
Your  whimfical  poetic  place. 

Thefe  ftories  were  of  old  defign'd 
As  fables ;  but  you  have  refin'd 
The  poets'  mythologic  dreams. 
To  real  Mufes,  gods,  and  ftreams. 
Who  would  not  fwear,  when  you  contrive  thus. 
That  you  're  Don  Quixote  Redivivus  ? 

Beneath,  a  dry  canal  there  lies. 
Which  only  Winter's  j-ain  fupplies. 
Oh !  couldft  thou,  by  fome  magic  fpell. 
Hither  convey  St.  Patrick's  well! 
Here  may  it  re-aflume  its  ftream*. 
And  take  a  greater  Patrick's  name ! 

If  your  expences  rife  fo  high, 
What  income  can  your  wants  fupply  ? 
Yet  Hill  you  fancy  you  inherit 
A  fund  of  fuch  fuperior  merit. 
That  you  can't  fail  of  more  provifion. 
All  by  my  la^fy's  kind  decifion. 
p'or,  the  more  livings  you  can  fifh  up. 
You  think  you  '11  fooner  be  a  bilhop : 
That  could  not  be  my  lord's  intent ^ 
Nor  can  it  anfwer  the  enjent, 

*  See  Dr.  Swift's  verfes  on  the  drying-up  of  this  well,  in  this 
•nlume,  p.  63. 

Vol,  XLIIL  N  Moft 
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Moft  think  what  has  been  heap'd  on  you. 
To  other  fort  of  folk  was  due  : 
Rewards  too  great  for  your  flim-fiams, 
EpiflleSf  riddles y  epigrams. 

Though  now  your  depth  mull  not  be  founded^ 
The  time  was,  when  you  'd  have  compounded 
For  lefs  than  Charley  Grattan's  fchool : 
Five  hundred  pound  a  year  's  no  fool ! 

Take  this  advice  then  from  your  friend : 
To  your  ambition  put  an  end. 
Be  frugal,  Pat :  pay  what  you  owe. 
Before  you  build  and  you  hejionv. 
Be  modeft;  nor  addrefs  your  betters 
With  begging,  vain,  familiar  letters. 

A  paffage  may  be  found*,  I  've  heard. 
In  fome  old  Greek  or  Latian  bard. 
Which  fays,  **  Would  crows  in  lilence  eat 
*'  Their  offals,  or  their  better  meat, 
'*■  Their  generous  feeders  not  provoking 
"  By  loud  and  unharmonious  croaking; 
*'  They  might,  unhurt  by  Envy's  claws, 
**  Live  on,  and  fluff  to  boot  their  maws.'* 

♦  Hor.  Lib.  I.  Ep.  xvii. 
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A  LIBEL 

ON   THE   REVEP.EKD 

DR.  D      E      L      A      N     Y, 

AND    HIS   EXCELLENCY 

JOHN    LORD     CARTERET.     1729. 

DELUDED  mortals,  whom  the  ^r^^/ 
Choofe  for  companions  tete  a  tete ; 
Who  at  their  dinners,  enfamille. 
Get  leave  to  fit  whene'er  you  will ; 
Then  boafting  tell  as  where  you  din'd. 
And  how  his  lordjhip  was  fo  kind ; 
How  many  pleafant  things  he  fpoke. 
And  how  you  laughed  at  ^vzxy  joke: 
Swear  he  's  a  mofl  facetious  man ; 
That  you  and  he  are  cup  and  can  : 
You  travel  with  a  heavy  load. 
And  quite  miftake  preferments^  road. 

Suppofe  my  lord  and  you  alone; 
Hint  the  leaft  intereil:  of  your  own. 
His  vifage  drops,  he  knits  his  brow. 
He  cannot  talk  of  bufinefs  now : 
Or,  mention  but  a  vacant  pofi. 
He  '11  turn  it  off  with,  "  Name  your  toaft :" 
Nor  could  the  niceft  artili  paint 
A  countenance  with  more  conftraint. 

For  as,  their  appetites  to  quench. 
Lords  keep  a  pimp  to  bring  a  wench ; 

N2  S« 
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So  men  of  wit  are  but  a  kind 
Of  pandars  to  a  vicious  mind; 
Who  proper  objects  muft  provide 
To  gratify  their  lull  of  pride. 
When,  wearied  with  intrigues  of  Hate, 
They  find  an  idle  hour  to  prate. 
Then,  ihall  you  dare  to  afk  a  placey 
You  forfeit  all  your  patron'^  grace. 
And  difappoint  the  fole  defign 
For  which  he  fummon'd  you  to  dhre. 

Thus  Congreve  fpent  in  writing  plays. 
And  one  poor  office,  half  his  days : 
While  Montague,  who  claim'd  the  ftation 
To  be  Maecenas  of  the  nation. 
For  poets  open  table  kept. 
But  ne'er  confider'd  where  they  llept : 
Himfelf  as  rich  as  fifty  Jews, 
Was  eafy,  though  they  wanted  llioes : 
And  crazy  Congreve  fcarce  could  fpare 
A  fhilling  to  difcharge  his  chair ; 
Till  prudence  taught  him  to  appeal 
From  Plan's  fire  xo  party  zeal; 
Not  owing  to  his  happy  vein 
The  fortunes  of  his  later  fcene. 
Took  proper  principles  to  thrive ; 
And  fo  might  every  dunce  alive. 

Thus  Steele,  who  own'd  what  others  writ. 
And  flourifli'd  by  imputed  wit. 
From  perils  of  a  hundred  jails 
Withdrew  to  ftarve,  and  die  in  Wales, 

Thus 
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Thus  Gay,  the  hare  with  many  friends. 
Twice  feven  long  years  the  court  attends : 
Who,  under  tales  conveying  truth. 
To  virtue  form'd  a  princely  youth*  : 
Who  paid  his  courtfliip  with  the  crowd 
As  far  as  modejl  pride  allow'd ; 
Reje£ls  a  fervile  ujherh  place. 
And  leaves  St.  James's  in  difgrace. 

Thus  Addifon,  by  lords  carell. 
Was  left  in  foreign  lands  dillreft ; 
Forgot  at  home,  became  for  hire 
A  travelling  tutor  to  2i /quire: 
But  wifely  left  the  Mufes'  hill. 
To  bufinefs  fliap'd  the  poet's  quill. 
Let  all  his  barren  laurels  fade. 
Took  up  himfelf  the  courtier's  trade. 
And,  grown  a  minijler  ofjiate. 
Saw  poets  at  his  levee  wait. 

Hail,  happy  Pope !  whofe  generous  mind 
Detefting  all  the  ftatefman  kind. 
Contemning  courts,  at  courts  unfeen, 
Refus'd  the  vifits  of  a  queen. 
A  foul  with  every  virtue  fraught, 
By  /ages,  priejisy  ov  poets  taught; 
Whofe  filial  piety  excels 
Whatever  Grecian  ftory  tells; 
A  genius  for  all  ftations  fit, 
Whofe  meatieji  talent  is  his  'wit ; 

*  William  duke  of  Cumberland,  Ton  to  George  11. 

N  3  His 
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His  heart  too  great,  though  fortune  little j 
To  lick  a  rajcal  Ji ate/man^ %  fpittle; 
Appealing  to  the  nation's  tafte> 
Above  the  reach  of  want  is  plac'd  : 
By  Komer  dead  was  taught  to  thrive. 
Which  Homer  never  could  alive; 
And  fits  aloft  on  Pindus*  head, 
Defpifmg^^'z/^j-  that  cringe  for  bread. 

True  politicians  only  pay 
For  folid  nK)ork,  but  not  for  play ; 
Nor  ever  choofe  to  work  with  tools 
Forg'd  up  in  colleges  zxA/chools. 
Confider  how  much  more  is  due 
To  all  t\\Qivjour7ieymen  than  you : 
At  table  you  can  Horace  quote ; 
They  at  a  pinch  can  bribe  a  vote : ' 
You  fhcvv  your  Mil  in  Grecian  llory; 
But  they  can  manage  Whig  and  Tory: 
You,  as  a  critick,  are  fo  curious 
To  find  a  verfe  in  Virgil  fpurious ; 
But  they  can  fmoke  the  deep  defigns. 
When  Bolingbroke  with  Pulteney  dines. 

Befides,  your  patron  may  upbraid  ye. 
That  you  have  got  a  place  already ; 
An  office  for  your  talents  fit. 
To  flatter,  carve,  and  fhew  your  wit ; 
To  fnuft  the  lights,  and  llir  the  fire. 
And  get  a  dinner  for  your  hire. 
What  claim  have  you  to  place  or  penjion  ? 
He  overpays  in  condeicenfion. 


But, 
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But,  reverend  doclor,  you,  we  know. 
Could  never  condefcend  fo  low : 
The  'vice-roy^  whom  you  now  attend. 
Would,  if  he  durft,  be  more  your  friend ; 
Nor  will  in  you  thofe  gifts  defpife. 
By  which  himfelf  was  taught  to  rife : 
When  he  has  virtue  to  retire. 
He  '11  grieve  he  did  not  raife  you  higher. 
And  place  you  in  a  better  llation. 
Although  it  might  have  pleas'd  the  nation. 

This  may  be  true — fubmitting  ftill 
To  Walpole's  more  than  royal  will; 
And  what  condition  can  be  worfe? 
He  comes  to  drain  a  beggar'* s  purfe ; 
He  comes  to  tie  our  chains  on  fafter. 
And  Ihew  us,  England  is  our  mailer  :- 
Carelling  knaves,  and  dunces  wooing. 
To  make  them  work  their  own  undoing. 
What  has  he  elfe  to  bait  his  traps. 
Or  bring  his  ^vermin  in,  hni/craps  ? 
The  offals  of  a  church  diftreil: ; 
A  hungry  'vicccrage  at  bell ; 
Or  fome  remote  inferior  pcjf. 
With  forty  pounds  a  year  at  moft  ? 

But  here  again  you  interpofe— 
Your  favourite  lord  is  none  of  thofe 
Who  owe  their  virtues  to  their  llations, 
And  characters  to  dedications : 
For  keep  him  in,  or  turn  him  out. 
His  learning  none  will  call  in  doubt; 

N4  His 
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His  learning,  though  a  poet  faid  it 
Before  a  play,  would  lofe  no  credit  ;• 
Nor  Pope  would  dare  deny  him  wit/ 
Although  to  praife  it  Phillips  writ. 
1  own,  he  hates  an  adtion  bafe. 
His  -virtues  battling  with  \vis  placed 
Nor  wants  a  nice  difcerning  fpirit 
Betwixt  a  true  and  fpurious  merit; 
Can  fometimes  drop  a  ^joter's  claim. 
And  give  up  party  to  his  fame. 
I  do  the  moft  xkizlfriendjhip  can; 
I  hate  the  'vice-royf  love  the  man. 

But  you  who,  till  your  fortune  's  made; 
Mull  be  2ifiveetener  by  your  trade, 
Sl\ould  fwear  he  never  meant  us  ill ; 
We  fuffer  fore  againfl:  his  will; 
Tliat,  if  we  could  but  fee  his  heart. 
He  would  have  choie  a  m/ilder  part: 
We  rather  fhould  lament  his  cafe. 
Who  muft  obey,  or  lofe  his  place. 

Since  this  reflexion  flipt  your  pen, 
Infert  it  when  you  write  again : 
And,  to  illuilrate  it,  produce 
TXxis  Jlmile  for  his  excufe  : 

"  So  to  deilroy  a  guilty  land 
"An  *  angel  fent  by  hea--oe?i's  command, 
*'  While  he  obeys  almighty  will, 
**  Perhaps  may  feel  co?npaJJion  ftill; 

*  ''  So  wlicn  an  angel  by  divine  command,"  &c. 

ADDiso.s'a  Campaign. 
*♦  And 
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*'  And  wiih  the  tafk  had  been  affign'd 
'*  To/pirits  of  lefs  gentle  kind." 

But  I,  in  politicks  grown  old, 
Whofe  thoughts  are  of  a  dL^erent  mould;, 
Who  from  my  foul  fmcerely  hate 
Both  kings  and  ?ninijlers  oi Jlaie, 
Who  look  on  courts  with  ftrider  eyes 
To  fee  the  feeds  of  --vice  arife. 
Can  lend  you  an  allufion  fitter^ 
Though _/?a//^r//;^  kfia-jes  may  call  it  hitter i 
Which,  if  you  duril:  but  give  it  place. 
Would  Ihew  you  many  ?ijiatejmans  face  J 
Frelh  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo 
I  had  it  in  the  words  that  follow 
(Take  notice,  to  avoid  offence, 
I  here  except  his  excellence). 

"  So,  to  eiFedl  his  monarch\  ends, 
"  From  hell  a  'uice-roy  devil  afcends; 
*'  His  budget  with  corruptions  cramm'd, 
"  The  contributions  of  the  damn\i\ 
"  Which  with  unfparing  hand  he  llrows 
*'  Through  courts  2.nd /enates  as  he  goesj 
"  And  then  at  Beelzebub's  black  hall 
**■  Complains  his  budget  was  too  fmall." 

YoMvJimile  may  better  ihine 
In  verfe;  but  there  is  truth  in  mine. 
For  no  imaginable  things 
Can  differ  more  than  gods  and  kings : 
And  Jiate/men  by  ten  thoufand  odds 
Are  angels  jufl  as  kings  are  gods, 

TQ 
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**  Omnis  arena  Tagi."  Juv. 


AS  fome  raw  youth  in  country  bred. 
To  arms  by  thirfl  of  honour  led. 
When  at  a  fkirmifli  firll  he  hears 
The  bullets  whiftling  round  his  ears. 
Will  duck  his  head  afide,  vidll  ftart. 
And  feel  a  trembling  at  his  heart, 
Till  Tcaping  oft'  without  a  wound 
LefTens  the  terror  of  the  found ; 
Fly  bullets  now  as  thick  as  hops. 
He  runs  into  a  cannon's  chops : 
An  author  thus,  v/ho  pants  for  fame. 
Begins  the  world  with  fear  and  fhame ; 
When  firft  in  print,  you  fee  him  dread 
Each  pop-gun  level'd  at  his  head : 
The  lead  yon  critick's  quill  contains. 
Is  deftin'd  to  beat  out  his  brains : 
As  if  he  heard  loud  thunders  roll. 
Cries,  Lord,  have  mercy  on  his  foul ! 
Concluding,  that  another  fliot 
Will  ftrike  him  dead  upon  the  fpot. 
But,  when  with  fquibbing,  flafhing,  popping, 
He  cannct  fe^  one  creature  dropping; 

That, 
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That,  miffing  fire,  or  miffing  aim,  v 

His  life  is  fafe,  I  mean  his  fame ; 
The  danger  paft,  takes  heart  of  grace. 
And  looks  a  critick  in  the  face. 

Though  fplendour  gives  the  faireft  mark 
To  poifon'd  arrows  from  the  dark. 
Yet,  VI yourfelf  nvhen  J'mooth  and  round. 
They  glance  afide  without  a  wound. 

'Tis  faid,  the  gods  try'd  all  their  art. 
How  pain  they  might  from  pleajure  part ; 
But  little  could  their  ftrength  avail; 
Both  ftill  are  faften'd  by  the  tail. 
T\i\i%fame  and  cen/ure  with  a  tether 
By  fate  are  always  link'd  together. 

Why  will  you  aim  to  be  preferr'd 
In  wit  before  the  common  herd ; 
And  yet  grow  raortify'd  and  vex'd 
To  pay  the  penalty  annexed  ? 

'Tis  eminence  makes  envy  rife^ 
As  fairell  fruits  attrad  the  flies. 
Should  ftupid  libels  grieve  your  mind. 
You  foon  a  remedy  may  find ; 
Lie  down  obfcure  like  other  folks 
Below  the  laih  of  fnarlers'  jokes. 
Their  faftion  is  five  hundred  odds ; 
For  every  coxcomb  lends  them  rods. 
And  fneers  as  learnedly  as  they. 
Like  females  o'er  their  morning  tea. 

You  fay,  the  Mufe  will  not  contain. 
And  write  you  muH,  or  break  a  vein. 

Then; 
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Then,  if  you  find  the  terms  too  hard, 
No  longer  my  advice  regard : 
Bat  raife  your  fancy  on  the  wing; 
The  ln{h/enate's  praifes  iing; 
How  jealous  of  the  nation's  freedom. 
And  for  corruptions  how  they  weed  'em ; 
How  each  the  public  good  purfues. 
How  far  their  hearts  from  private  views  : 
Make  all  true  patriots,  up  to  fhoe-boys. 
Huzza  their  brethren  at  the  Blue-boys; 
Thus  grown  a  member  of  the  club. 
No  longer  dread  the  rage  of  Grub. 

How  oft'  am  I  for  rhyme  to  feek  I 
To  drefs  a  thought,  may  toil  a  week : 
And  then  how  thankful  to  the  town. 
If  all  my  pains  will  earn  a  crown  I 
Whilft  every  critick  can  devour 
My  work  and  me  in  half  an  hour. 
Would  men  of  genius  ceafe  to  write. 
The  rogues  mull  die  for  want  and  fpite; 
Mull:  die  for  want  of  food  and  raiment. 
If  fcandal  did  not  find  them  payment. 
How  cheerfully  the  hawkers  cry 
A  fatire,  and  the  gentry  buy ! 
While  my  hard-labour'd  poem  pines 
Unfold  upon  the  printer's  lines. 

A  genius  in  the  reverend  gown 
Muft  ever  keep  its  owner  down ; 
'Tis  an  unnatural  conjunction. 
And  fpoils  the  credit  of  the  fundion. 


Round 
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Round  all  your  brethren  cad  your  eyes; 
Point  out  the  fureft  men  to  rife : 
That  club  of  candidates  in  black. 
The  leaft  deferving  of  the  pack, 
Afpiring,  faflious,  fierce,  and  Icud, 
With  grace  and  learning  unendovv'd. 
Can  turn  their  hands  to  every  job. 
The  fitteft  tools  to  work  for  Bob ; 
Will  fooner  coin  a  thoufand  lies. 
Than  fufFer  men  of  parts  to  rife ; 
They  crowd  about  preferment's  gate. 
And  prefs  you  down  with  all  their  weight. 
For  as,  of  old,  mathematicians 
Were  by  the  vulgar  thought  magicians  ; 
So  academic  dull  ale-drinkers 
Pronounce  all  men  oi  v/'it  free-thinkers. 
Wit,  as  the  chief  oi  virtue's  friends, 
Difdains  to  ferve  ignoble  ends. 
Obferve  what  loads'  of  ftupid  rhymes 
Opprefs  us  in  corrupted  times : 
What  pamphlets  in  a  court's  defence 
Shew  reafon,  grammar,  truth,  or  fenfe  ? 
For  though  the  Mufe  delights  in  fidion. 
She  ne'er  infpires  againft  convidion. 
Then  keep  your  virtue  ftill  unmixt. 
And  let  not  faction  come  betwLxt : 
By  party-fleps  no  grandeur  climb  at. 
Though  it  would  make  you  England's  primate : 
Firft  learn  the  fcience  to  be  dull. 
You  then  may  foon  your  confcience  lull ; 

If 


190  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

If  not,  however  feated  high. 
Your  genius  in  your  face  will  fly. 

When  Jove  was  from  his  teeming  head 
Of  Wit's  fair  goddefs  brought  to  bed. 
There  follow'd  at  his  lying-in 
For  after-birth  a  Sooterkin; 
Which,  as  the  nurfe  purfued  to  kill, 
Attain'd  by  flight  the  Mufes'  hill. 
There  in  the  foil  began  to  root. 
And  litter'd  at  Parnaflus'  foot. 
From  hence  the  critic  vermin  fprung. 
With  harpy  claws  and  poifonous  tongue* 
Who  fatten  on  poetic  fcraps. 
Too  cunning  to  be  caught  in  traps. 
Dame  Nature,  as  the  learned  fliow. 
Provides  each  animal  its  foe : 
Hounds  hunt  the  hare ;  the  wily  fox 
Devours  your  geefe,  the  wolf  your  flocks. 
Thus  Envy  pleads  a  natural  claim 
To  perfecute  the  Mufes'  fame ; 
On  poets  in  all  times  abufive. 
From  Homer  down  to  Pope  inclufive. 

Yet  what  avails  it  to  complain  ? 
You  try  to  take  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmoft  rage  defies. 
That  fafe  behind  the  wainfcot  lies. 
Say,  did  you  ever  know  by  fight 
In  cheefe  an  individual  mite  ? 
Shew  me  the  fame  numeric  flea. 
That  bit  your  neck  but  yellerday : 


Yoii 


ON  THE  LIBELS  AGAINST  DR.  DELANY.  191 

You  then  may  boldly  go  in  quell 
To  find  the  Grub-ftreet  poet's  neft; 
What  fpunging-houfe,  in  dread  of  jail. 
Receives  them,  while  they  wait  for  bail; 
What  alley  they  are  neftled  in. 
To  flourifb  o'er  a  cup  of  gin ; 
Find  the  laft  garret  where  they  lay. 
Or  cellar  where  they  ftarve  to-day. 
Suppofe  you  had  them  all  trepann'd. 
With  each  a  libel  in  his  hand. 
What  punifhment  would  you  inflidl? 
Or  call  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kickt  ? 
Thefe  they  have  often  try'd  before; 
You  but  oblige  them  fo  much  more: 
Themfelves  would  be  the  nrft  to  tell. 
To  make  their  traih  the  better  fell. 

You  have  been  libel'd — Let  us  know. 
What  fool  officious  told  you  fo? 
Will  you  regard  the  hawker's  cries. 
Who  in  his  titles  always  lies  ? 
Whate'er  the  nolfy  fcoundrel  fays. 
It  might  be  fomething  in  your  praife : 
And  praife  beftow'd  on  Grub-ftreet  rhymes 
Would  vex  one  more  a  thoufand  times. 
Till  criticks  blame,  and  judges  praife. 
The  pcet  cannot  claim  his  bays. 
On  me  when  dunces  are  fatiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  pane gy rick. 
Hated  by  fools,  znd /ools  to  hate. 
Be  that  my  mottoj  and  my  fate. 

DIRECTIONS 
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DIRECTIONS     FOR    MAKING 
A   BIRTH-DAY    SONG.    1729. 

TO  form  a  juft  and  finifh'd  piece. 
Take  twenty  gods  of  Rome  or  Greece, 
Whofe  godfliips  are  in  chief  requeft^ 
And  fit  your  prefent  fubjeft  beft.: 
And,  Ihould  it  be  your  hero's  cafe. 
To  have  both  male  and  female  race. 
Your  bufmefs  mull:  be  to  provide 
A  fcore  of  god  defies  befide. 

Some  call  their  monarchs  fons  of  Saturn, 
For  which  they  bring  a  mx)dern  pattern ; 
Becaufe  they  might  have  heard  of  one. 
Who  often  long'd  to  eat  his  fon : 
But  this,  I  think,  will  not  go  down. 
For  here  the  father  kept  his  crown. 

Why,  then,  appoint  him  fon  of  Jove, 
Who  met  his  mother  in  a  grove : 
To  this  we  freely  lliall  confent. 
Well  knowing  what  the  poets  meant ; 
And  in  <heir  fenfe,  'tvvixt  me  and  you. 
It  may  be  literally  true. 

Next,  as  the  laws  of  verfe  require. 
He  mull  be  greater  than  his  fire; 
JFor  Jove,  as  every  fchool-boy  knows. 
Was  able  Saturn  to  depofe : 
And  fure  no  Chriflian  poet  breathing 
Would  be  more  fcrupulous  than  a  Heathen ! 

Or, 
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Or,  If  to  blafphemy  it  tends. 
That  's  but  a  trifle  among  friends. 

Your  Hero  now  another  Mars  is. 
Makes  mighty  armies  turn  their  a — s. 
Behold  his  glittering  falchion  mow 
Whole  fquadrons  at  a  fmgle  blow; 
While  Vitlory,  with  wings  outfpread. 
Flies,  like  an  eagle,  o'er  his  head ; 
His  milk-white  fteed  upon  its  haunches. 
Or  pawing  into  dead  men's  paunches : 
As  Overton  has  drawn  his  fire. 
Still  feen  o'er  many  an  ale-houfe  fire. 
Then  from  his  arms  hoarfe  thunder  rolls. 
As  loud  as  fifty  muHard- bowls ; 
For  thunder  ftill  his  arm  fupplies. 
And  lightning  always  in  his  eyes : 
They  both  are  cheap  enough  in  confcience. 
And  ferve  to  echo  rattling  nonfenfe. 
The  rumbling  words  march  fierce  along. 
Made  trebly  dreadful  in  your  fong. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth-day  rhymes, 
Tg  iing  of  wars,  choofe  peaceful  times. 
What  though,  for  fifteen  years  and  more, 
Janus  had  lock'd  his  temple-door  ; 
Though  not  a  coffee-houfe  we  read  in 
Hath  mention'd  arms  on  this  fide  Sweden ; 
Nor  London  Journals,  nor  the  Poilmen, 
Though  fond  of  warlike  lies  as  moft  men ; 
Thou  IHII  with  battles  lluiF  thy  head  full : 
For,  mull  thy  hero  not  be  dreadful  ? 
'     Vol.  XLIII.  O  Difmiiriii£ 
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Difmiffing  Mars,  it  next  muft  follow 
Your  conqueror  is  become  Apollo  : 
That  he  's  Apollo  is  as  plain  as 
That  Robin  Walpole  is  Mscenas ; 
But  that  he  ftruts,  and  that  he  fquints. 
You  'd  know  him  by  Apollo's  prints. 
Old  Phoebus  is  but  half  as  bright. 
For  yours  can  (liine  both  day  and  night. 
The  firll:,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
Infpire  you  v»ith  poetic  rage; 
Your  Phcebus  Royal,  every  day. 
Not  only  can  infpire,  but  pay. 

Then  make  this  new  Apollo  fit 
Sole  patron,  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 
*'  How  from  his  altitude  he  ftocps 
'*  To  raife  up  Virtue  when  fne  droops  j 
"  On  Learning  how  his  bounty  flows, 
*'  And  with  what  juftice  he  bellows : 
"  Fair  Ifis,  and  ye  banks  of  Cam  ! 
"  Be  witnefs  if  I  tell  a  flam. 
"  What  prodigies  in  Arts  we  drain, 
*'  From  both  your  ftreams,  in  George's  reign, 
"  As  from  the  fiowery  bed  of  Nile"  — 
But  here  's  enough  to  fhew  your  ftyle. 
Broad  innuendos,  fuch  as  this. 
If  well  applied,  can  hardly  mifs : 
For,  when  you  bring  your  fong  in  print. 
He  '11  get  it  read,  and  take  the  hint, 
(It  muft  be  read  before  'tis  warbled. 
The  paper  gilt,  and  covgr  marbled) 

And 
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And  will  be  fo  much  more  your  debtor, 

Becaufe  he  never  knew  a  letter. 

And,  as  he  hears  his  wit  and  fcnfe 

(To  which  he  never  made  pretence) 

Set  out  in  hyperbolic  ftrains, 

A  guinea  (hall  reward  your  pains : 

For  patroijs  never  pay  fo  well. 

As  when  they  fcarce  have  learn'd  to  fpell. 

Next  call  him  Neptune  :  with  his  trident 
He  rules  the  Tea ;  you  lee  him  ride  in  't : 
And,  if  provok'd,  he  foundly  iirks  his 
Rebellious  waves  with  rods,  like  Xerxes. 
He  would  have  feiz'd  the  Spanifli  plate. 
Had  not  the  fleet  gone  out  too  late ; 
And  in  their  very  ports  befiege  them. 
But  that  he  would  not  difcblige  them ; 
And  make  the  rafcais  pay  him  dearly 
For  thofe  affronts  they  give  him  yearly. 
'Tis  not  deny'd,  that,  when  we  write. 
Our  ink  is  black,  our  paper  v/hite ; 
And,  when  we  fcrawl  our  paper  o'er, 
Vv*e  blacken  v/hat  was  white  before : 
I  think  this  pradice  only  fit 
For  dealers  in  fatiric  wit. 
Eut  you  fome  white-lead  ink  mull:  get. 
And  write  on  paper  black  as  jet; 
Your  intereft  lies  to  learn  the  knack 
Of  whitening  what  before  was  black. 
Thus  your  encomium,  to  be  flrong, 
Muft  be  applied  direftly  wrong. 

O  2  A  tyrant 
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A  tyrant  for  his  mercy  praife, 

And  crown  a  royal  dunce  with  bays : 

A  fquinting  monkey  load  with  charms. 

And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms. 

Is  he  to  avarice  inclin'd  ? 

Extol  him  for  his  generous  mind  : 

And,  when  we  flarve  for  want  of  corn. 

Come  out  with  Amalthea's  horn. 

For  ali  experience  this  evinces 

The  only  art  of  pleafmg  princes : 

For  princes'  love  ycu  ihould  defcant 

On  virtues  which  they  know  they  want. 

One  compliment  I  had  forgot. 

But  fongfters  muft  omit  it  not ; 

I  freely  grant  the  thought  is  old : 

Why,  then,  your  hero  mufl  be  told. 

In  him  fuch  virtues  lie  inherent. 

To  qualify  him  God's  vicegerent ; 

That,  with  no  title  to  inherit. 

He  muft  have  been  a  king  by  merit. 

Yet,  be  the  fancy  old  or  new, 

'Tis  partly  falfe,  and  partly  true  : 

And,  take  it  right,  it  means  no  more 

Than  George  and  William  claim'd  before. 

Should  fome  obfcure  inferior  fellow. 
Like  Julius,  or  the  Youth  of  Pella, 
When  all  your  lift  of  Gods  is  out, 
Prefume  to  fhew  his  mortal  fnout. 
And  as  a  Deity  intrude, 
Becaufe  he  had  the  world  fubdued; 


Oh, 
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Oh,  let  him  not  debafe  your  thoughts. 
Or  name  him  but  to  tell  his  faults. — 

Of  Gods  I  only  quote  the  bell. 
But  you  may  hook-in  all  the  reft. 

Now,  Birth-day  Bard,  with  joy  proceed 
To  praife  your  Emprefs  and  her  breed. 
Firft  of  the  firll,  to  vouch  your  lies. 
Bring  all  the  females  of  the  ikies ; 
The  Graces,  and  their  miftrefs  Venus, 
Muft  venture  down  to  entertain  us : 
With  bended  knees  when  they  adore  her. 
What  dowdies  they  appear  before  her ! 
Nor  fhall  we  think  you  talk  at  random. 
For  Venus  might  be  her  great-grandam : 
Six  thoufand  years  has  liv'd  the  Goddefs, 
Your  Heroine  hardly  fifty  odd  is. 
Befides,  your  fongfters  oft'  have  fhown 
That  fhs  hath  Graces  of  her  o\vn ; 
Three  Graces  by  Lucina  brought  her, 
Juft  three,  and  every  grace  a  daughter. 
Here  many  a  king  his  heart  and  crown 
Shall  at  their  fnowy  feet  lay  down; 
In  royal  robes,  they  come  by  dozens 
To  court  their  Englifh  German  coufms : 
Befides  a  pair  of  princely  babies. 
That,  £ve  years  hence,  will  both  be  Hebes. 

Now  fee  her  feated  in  her  throne 
^Vith  genuine  luftre,  all  her  ov>m : 
Poor  Cynthia  never  fhone  fo  bright. 
Her  fplendour  is  but  borrow'd  hght; 

O  3  And 
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And  only  with  her  Brother  linkt 

Can  fhine,  without  him  is  exlincl. 

But  Carolina  fhines  the  clearer 

With  neither  fpoufe  nor  brother  near  her  ; 

And  darts  her  beams  o'er  both  our  iiles. 

Though  George  is  gone  a  thoufand  miles » 

Thus  Berecynthia  takes  her  place. 

Attended  by  her  heavenly  race ; 

And  fees  a  Ton  in  every  God, 

Unav/'d  by  Jove's  all-ihaking  nod. 

Now  fing  his  little  Kighnefs  Freddy, 
Who  Itruts  like  any  king  already : 
With  fo  much  beauty,  Ihew  me  any  maid 
That  could  reiifc  this  charming  Ganym.ede  ! 
Where  majefty  with  fweetnefs  vies. 
And,  like  his  father,  early  wife. 
Then  cut  him  out  a  world  of  work. 
To  conquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk : 
Foretel  his  empire  crovvn'd  with  bays. 
And  golden  times,  and  halcyon  days ; 
And  fvvear  his  line  ihall  rule  the  nation 
For  ever — till  the  conflagration. 

But,  now  it  comes  into  my  mind. 
We  left  a  little  Duke  behind; 
A  Cupid  in  his  face  and  fize. 
And  only  wants  to  v/ant  liis  eyes. 
Make  fome  provifion  for  the  ycunker. 
Find  him  a  kingdom  out  to  conquer : 
Prepare  a  fleet  to  waft  him  o'er. 
Make  Gulliver  his  coinmcdore ; 
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Into  whofe  pocket  valiant  Willy  put. 
Will  foon  fdbdue  the  realm  of  Liiiiput. 

A  fkilful  critick  jiiftly  blames 
Hard,  tough,  crank,  guttural,  harlh,  ftlit  names. 
The  fenfe  can  ne'er  be  too  jejune. 
But  fmooth  your  words  to  fit  the  tune. 
Hanover  may  do  well  enough. 
But  George  and  Brunfwick  are  too  rough  : 
Heffe-Darmiladt  maJces  a  rugged  found. 
And  Guelp  the  ftrongeft  ear  will  wound. 
In  vain  are  ail  attempts  from  Germany 
To  find  out  proper  words  for  harmony  : 
And  yet  I  muff  except  the  Rhine, 
Becaufe  it  clinks  to  Caroline. 
Hail !  Queen  of  Britain,  Queen  of  rhymes  1 
Be  fung  ten  hundred  thoufand  times  1 
Too  happy  were  the  poets'  crew. 
If  their  own  happinefs  they  knew  : 
Three  fyllables  did  never  meet 
So  foft,  fo  Hiding,  and  fo  fweet : 
Nine  ether  tuneful  words  like  that 
Would  prove  ev'n  Homer's  numbers  flat. 
Behold  three  beauteous  vov^els  iland. 
With  bridegroom  liquids,  hand  in  hand; 
In  concord  here  for  ever  fixt. 
No  jarring  confonart  betwixt. 

May  Caroline  continue  long. 
For  ever  fair  and  young  ! — in  fong. 
What  though  the  royal  carcafc  muil:, 
Squeez'd  in  a  coiling  tvirn  to  dull? 

Thofe 
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Thofe  elements  her  name  compofe. 
Like  atoms,  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fill  your  gaps. 
Yet  ftill  you  muft  confult  your  maps ; 
Find  rivers  with  harmonious  names, 
Sebrina,  Medway,  and  the  Thames.- 
Britannia  long  will  wear  like  fteel. 
But  Albion's  cliffs  are  out  at  heel ; 
And  patience  can  endure  no  more 
To  hear  the  Belgic  lion  roar. 
Give  up  the  phrafe  of  haughty  GauU 
But  proud  Iberia  foundly  mj;ul: 
Refrore  the  ihips  by  Philip  taken. 
And  make  him  crouch  to  fave  his  bacon  .- 
Naflau,  who  got  the  name  of  Glorious 
Becaufe  he  never  v/as  victorious, 
A  hanger-on  has  always  been ; 
For  old  acquaintance  bring  him  in. 

To  Walpole  you  might  lend  a  line. 
But  much  I  fear  he  's  in  decline ; 
And,  if  yoii  chance  to  come  too  late. 
When  he  goes  out,  you  fliare  his  fate. 
And  bear  the  new  fucceflbr's  frown; 
Or,  whom  you  once  fang  up,  fmg  dowru 

Rejed  with  fcom  that  flupid  notion. 
To  praife  your  Hero  for  devotion ; 
Nor  entertain  a  thought  fo  odd. 
That  princes  fhould  believe  in  God; 
But  follow  the  fecureft  rule. 
And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule ; 
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'Tis  grown  the  choiceft  vvit  at  Court, 
And  gives  the  maids  of  honour  fport. 
For,  fmce  they  talked  with  Doftor  Clarke, 
They  now  can  venture  in  the  dark : 
That  found  Divine  the  truth  hath  fpoke  all. 
And  pawn'd  his  word,  hell  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  them  half  the  trouble 
Of  bargains  fold,  or  meanings  double. 

Suppofmg  now  your  fong  is  done. 
To  Mynheer  Handel  next  you  run. 
Who  artfully  will  pare  and  prune 
Your  words  to  fome  Italian  tune : 
Then  print  it  in  the  largefl  letter. 
With  capitals,  the  more  the  better. 
Prefent  it  boldly  on  your  knee. 
And  take  a  guinea  for  your  fee. 


BOUTS  RIMES, 

ON    SIGNORA    DOMITILLA. 

OUR  fchool-m.afler  may  rave  i'  th'  fit 
Of  claffic  beauty  hac  iS'  ilia. 
Not  all  his  birch  infpires  fach  wit 
As  th'  ogling  beams  of  Domitilla. 

Let  nobles  toaft,  in  bright  champain. 
Nymphs  higher  born  than  Domitilla ; 

I  '11  drink  her  health,  again,  again. 
In  Berkeley's  tar,  or  fars-parilla. 
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At  Goodman's-Fields  I  've  much  admir'd 
The  poftures  fcrange  of  Moniieur  Brilla ; 

But  what  are  they  to  the  foft  ftep. 
The  gliding  air,  of  Domitilla  ? 

Virgil  has  enterniz'd  in  fong 

The  flying  footlleps  of  Camilla : 
Sure,  as  a  prophet,  he  was  wrong; 

He  might  have  dreamt  of  Domitilla, 

Great  Theodofe  condemn'd  a  town 

For  thinking  ill  of  his  PlaciUa ; 
And  deuce  take  London,  if  fome  knight 

C  th'  city  wed  not  Domitilla  ! 

Wheeler,  Sir  George,  in  trav^els  wife. 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  Plantilla ; 
Eat,  oh!  the  emprefs  has  not  eyes. 

Nor  lips,  nor  breafi:,  like  Domitilla. 

Not  all  the  wealth  of  plunder'd  Italy, 

Pil'd  on  the  mules  of  king  At-tila, 
Is  worth  one  glove  (I  '11  not  tell  a  bit  a  lie) 

Or  garter,  fnatch'd  from  Domitilla. 

Five  years  a  nymph  at  certain  hamlet, 

Y-ckped  Harrow  of  the  Hill,  a- 
— bus'd  much  my  heart,  and  was  a  damn'd  let 

To  verfe — but  now  for  Domitilla. 

Dan  Pope  configns  Belinda's  watch 

To  the  fair  Sylphid  MomiCntilla, 
And  thu3  I  oiFer  up  my  catch 

To  th'  fnow-white  hands  of  Domitilla. 

KELTER 
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0   R, 

The   Hue    and  Cry    after  the  A  t  t  o  r  n  i  e  s, 
upon  their  riding  the  Circuit. 

NOW  the  aciive  young  attomies 
Brilkly  travel  on  their  joumies^ 
Looking  big  as  any  giants. 
On  the  horfes  of  their  clients ; 
Like  fo  many  little  Mars's, 
With  their  tilters  at  their  a — s, 
Brazen-hilted,  lately  burnifli'd ; 
And  with  harnefs-buckles  fumiih'd. 
And  with  whips  and  fpurs  fo  neat. 
And  with  jockey-coats  compleat. 
And  with  boots  fo  very  greafy> 
And  with  faddlcs  eke  (o  eafy ; 
And  with  bridles  fine  and  gay, 
Bridles  borrow'd  for  a  day; 
Bridles  deitin'd  far  to  roam. 
Ah  1  never,  never  to  come  home. 
And  with  hats  fo  very  big.  Sir  ; 
And  with  powder'd  caps  and  wigs.  Sir  > 
And  with  rufnes  to  be  ihown, 
Cambrick  ruffies  not  their  own  ; 
And  with  Holland  Ihirts  fo  white. 
Shirts  becoming  to  tlie  fight. 

Shirts 
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Shirts  be-wrought  with  different  letter5„ 
As  belonging  to  their  betters ; 
With  their  pretty  tinfel'd  boxes. 
Gotten  from  their  dainty  doxies ; 
And  with  rings  To  very  trim. 
Lately  taken  out  of  lim — 
And  with  very  little  pence. 
And  as  very  little  fenfe ; 
With  fome  law,  but  Little  juiHce, 
Having  ftolen  from  my  hofrefs. 
From  the  barber  and  the  cutler. 
Like  the  foldier  from  the  futler ; 
From  the  vintner  and  the  taylor. 
Like  the  felon  from  the  jailer; 
Into  this  and  t'  other  county. 
Living  on  the  public  bounty ; 
Thorough  town  and  thorough  village. 
All  to  plunder,  all  to  pillage ; 
Thorough  mountains,  thorough  vallies. 
Thorough  ftinking  lanes  and  alleys ; 
Some  to — kifs  with  farmers*  fpoufes. 
And  make  merry  in  their  houfes; 
Some  to — tumble  country  wenches 
On  their  ruihy-beds  and  benches. 
And,  if  they  begin  a  fray, 
Draw  their  fwords,  and — run  away; 
All  to  murder  equity. 
And  to  take  a  double  fee ; 
Till  the  people  all  are  quiet. 
And  forget  to  broil  and  riot : 


Low 
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Low  in  pocket,  cow'd  in  courage. 
Safely  glad  to  fap  their  porridge  ; 
And  Vacation  's  over — then. 
Hey,  for  London  town  again. 


THE     LOGICIANS      REFUTED, 

LOGICIANS  have  but  ill  defin'd. 
As  rational,  the  human- kind. 
*'  Reafon,"  they  fay,  "  belongs  to  man ;" 
But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 
Wife  Ariilotle  and  Smiglefius, 
By  ratiocinations  fpecious. 
Have  ftrove  to  prove  with  great  precifion^ 
With  definition  and  divifion. 
Homo  eji  ratione  pnsditum  : 
But,  for  my  foul,  I  cannot  credit  'em. 
And  mull,  in  fpite  of  them  maintain. 
That  man  and  all  his  ways  are  vain ; 
And  that  this  boafted  lord  of  nature 
Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature ; 
That  inilinft  is  a  furer  guide 
Than  reafon-boafting  mortals'  pride; 
And  that  brute  beafts  are  far  before  'em, 
Deus  eJi  anima  brut  or  um. 
Who  ever  knew  an  honefl  brute 
At  law  his  neighbour  profecute ; 
Bring  adlion  for  aflault  and  battery, 
Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery  ? 

O'er 
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O'er  plains  they  ramble  ur.connri'd. 
No  politicks  difturb  tlieir  mind ; 
They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  fport. 
Nor  know  who  's  in  or  out  at  court. 
They  never  to  the  levee  go. 
To  treat  as  dearell  friend,  a  foe : 
..'  They  never  importune  his  grace. 
Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place ; 
Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job. 
Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob : 
Fraught  with  inveftive  they  ne'er  go 
To  folks  at  Pater-noller-row. 
No  judges,  fiddlers,  dancing-mafters. 
No  pick-pockets,  or  poetafters. 
Are  known  to  honeft  quadrupeds : 
No  fmgle  brute  his  fellows  leads. 
."Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray. 
Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay. 
Of  beafts,  it  is  confefs'd,  the  ape 
Comes  neareft  us  in  human  Ihape ; 
Like  man,  he  imitates  each  fafhion, 
And  malice  is  his  ruling  pafiion : 
But,  both  in  m.alice  and  grimaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  furpailes : 
Behold  him  humbly  crmging  v/ait 
Upon  the  minifter  of  ilate ; 
View  him  foon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  conduift  of  fuperiors : 
He  promifes  with  equal  air. 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  cire- 
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"  He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators : 
At  court,  the  porters,  lacqueys,  waiters. 
Their  mailers'  maimers  ftill  contracl ; 
And  footmen  lords  and  dakes  can  a6l. 
Thus,  at  the  court,  both  great  and  fmall 
Behave  alike  i  for  all  ape  all. 

THE     PUPPET-SHOW. 

THE  life  of  man  to  reprefent. 
And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule. 
Wit  did  a  puppei-Jho'w  invent. 

Where  the  chief  adlor  is  a  fool. 
The  gods  of  old  v/ere  logs  of  wood. 

And  worlhip  was  to  puppets  paid  \ 
In  antic  drefs  the  idol  Hood, 

And  priell  and  people  bow'd  the  headc 
No  wonder  then,  if  art  began 

The  fimple  votaries  to  frame. 
To  fhape  in  timber  foolifh  man, 

And  confecrate  the  block  to  fame. 
•  From  hence  poetic  fancy  learn 'd 

That  trees  might  rife  from  human  forms. 
The  body  to  a  trunk  be  turn'd. 

And  branches  iffue  from  die  arms. 
Thus  Daedalus  and  Ovid  too. 

That  man  'sa  blockhead,  have  confeft; 
vPowel*  and  Stretch*  the  hint  purfue; 

-Life  is  a  farce,  the  world  a  jell. 

*  Two  famous  punpet-fhow  men. 

Th« 
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The  fame  great  truth  South-Sea*  hath  prov'd 

On  that  fam'd  theatre,  the  alley ; 
Where  thoufands,  by  diredors  mov'd. 

Are  now  fad  monuments  of  folly. 
What  Momus  was  of  old  to  Jove, 

The  fame  a  Harlequin  is  now ; 
The  former  was  buffoon  above. 

The  latter  is  a  Punch  below. 
This  fleeting  fcene  is  but  a  ilage. 

Where  various  images  appear ; 
In  different  parts  of  youth  and  age 

Alike  the  prince  and  peafant  ihare. 
Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being  great, 

Falfe  pomp  conceals  mere  wood  within; 
And  legiflators  rang'd  in  ftate 

Are  oft'  but  wifdom  in  machine. 
A  ftock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown^ 

And  timber  as  a  lord  take  place; 
A  ftatue  may  put  on  a  frown. 

And  cheat  us  v/ith  a  thinking  face. 
Others  are  blindly  led  away. 

And  made  to  aft  for  ends  unknown ; 
By  the  mere  fpring  of  wires  they  play. 

And  fpeak  in  language  not  their  own. 
Too  oft',  alas !  a  fcolding  wife 

Ufurps  a  jolly  fellow's  throne; 
And  many  drink  the  cup  of  life, 

Mix'd  and  embitter'd  by  a  Joan. 

*  See  the  poem  on  the  Soath-Sca,  vol.  XLll.  p.  207. 
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In  fhort,  whatever  men  purfue, 

Ofpleafure,  folly,  war,  or  love; 
This  mimic  race  brings  all  to  view : 

Alike  they  drefs,  they  talk,  they  move. 

Go  on,  great  Stretch,  with  artful  hand.. 

Mortals  to  pleafe  and  to  deride; 
jAnd,  when  death  breaks  thy  vital  band^ 

Thou  {halt  put  on  2l  puppet^s  pride. 

Thou  Ihalt  in  puny  wood  be  fhown. 

Thy  image  Ihall  preferve  thy  fame ; 
Ages  to  come  thy  worth  Ciall  own. 

Point  at  thy  limbs,  and  tell  thy  name. 

Tell  Tom,  he  draws  z.  farce  in  vain. 

Before  he  looks  iu  nature's  glaf^  \ 
Funs  cannot  form  a  witty  fcene, 

'^Qx  pedayitry  for  humour  pafs. 

To  make  men  acb  as  fenfelefs  v,ood. 

And  chatter  in  a  myftic  ilraln. 
Is  a  mere  force  on  fleih  and  blood. 

And  fhews  fome  error  in  the  braiii. 

He  that  would  thus  refine  on  thee. 

And  turn  thy  ftage  into  a  fchool, 
-The  jeft  of  Punch  will  ever  be. 

And  Hand  confell  the  greater  fool 
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THE    GRAND    QUESTION    DEBATED: 

WHETHER 

Hamilton's  Bawn   Ihould  be  turned  into  a 
Barrack  or  a  Malt-house.    1729. 

THUS  fpoke  to  my  Lady  the  Knight*  full  of  care  : 
"  Let  me  have  your  advice  in  a  weighty  affair. 
"  This  Hamilton's  bawnf ,  whilft  it  fticks  on  my  hand, 
*'  I  lofe  by  the  houfe  what  I  get  by  the  land ; 
"  But  how  to  difpofe  of  it  to  the  beft  bidder, 
*'  For  a  barrackX  or  malt-houjey  we  now  mufi:  confider. 

'^  Firil,  let  me  fuppofe  I  make  it  a  Truth -houfe ^ 
*'  Here  I  have  computed  the  profit  will  fall  t'  us; 
"  There  's  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and  grain, 
"  I  increafe  it  to  twelve,  fo  three  hundred  remain ; 
'*  A  handfome  addition  for  wine  and  good  cheer, 
*^  Three  difhes  a  day,  and  three  hogfheads  a  year : 
'^  With  a  dozen  large  vefTels  my  vault  Ihall  be  Ilor'd ; 
"  No  little  fcrub  joint  ihall  come  on  my  board; 
"  And  you  and  the  Dean  no  more  ihall  combine 
'*  To  Hint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wine ; 

*  Sir  Arthur  Achefon,  atwhofe  feat  this  was  written. 
•j-  A  large  old  houfe,  two  miles  from  Sir  Arthur's  feat.    F. 
\  The  army  in  Ireland  is  lodged  in  flrong  buildings,  over  the 
whole  kingdom,  called  barracks.     F. 

Nor 
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*'  Nor  fhall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  you  to  purloin 
^'  A  ilone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  furloin. 
^'  If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  is  my  tenant ; 
"  My  dear,  I  have  ponder 'd  again  and  again  on  't : 
**  In  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  lofe  half  my  rent ; 
'^  Whatever  they  give  me,  I  mull  be  content, 
"  Or  join  with  the  court  in  every  debate ; 
"  And  rather  than  that,  I  would  lofe  my  eftate." 

Thus  ended  the  Knight :  thus  began  his  meek  wife : 
*'  It  /r*u/l,  and  'itjhall  be  a  barrack ,  my  life. 
*'  I  'm  grown  a  mere  mopus  ;  no  company  comes, 
**  But  a  rabble  of  tenants,  and  ruHy  dull  *Rums. 
**  With  Parfons  what  lady  can  keep  herfelf  clean  ? 
"  I  'm  all  over  daub'd  when  I  fit  by  the  Dean. 
"  But  if  you  will  give  us  a  barrack^  my  dear, 
'*  The  Captain,  I  'm  fure,  will  always  come  here ; 
*'  I  then  iliall  not  value  his  Deanihip  a  ftrav/, 
**  For  the  Captain,  I  warrant,  will  keep  him  in  awe  ; 
"  Or,  fhould  he  pretend  to  be  brifk  and  alert, 
*'  Will  tell  him  that  Chaplains  fhould  not  be  fo  pert; 
"  That  men  of  his  coat  Ihould  be  minding  their  prayers, 
*'  And  not  among  ladies  to  give  themfelves  airs." 

Thus  argued  my  Lady,  but  argued  in  vain; 
The  Knight  his  opinion  refolv'd  to  maintain. 

But  Hannahf ,  who  liften'd  to  all  that  was  paft. 
And  could  not  endure  fo  vulgar  a  tafte, 

*  A  cant  word  In  Ireland  for  a  poor  country  clergyman.  F, 
•\  My  lady's  waitiflg-woman.     F. 

P  2  As 
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As  foon  as  her  Ladyfhip  call'd  to  be  drell, 
Cry'd,  '*"  Madam,  why  furely  my  mafter  's  pofTcH. 
'^  Sir  Arthur  the  makller  !  how  fine  it  will  found  1 
"  I  'd  rather  the  l?ari-n  were  funk  under  ground. 
*'  But  madam,  I  guel's'd  there  would  never  come  good, 
"  When  I  faw  him  fo  often  with  *Darby  and  Wood. 
''  And  now  my  dream  's  out ;  for  I  was  a-dream'd 
"  That  I  faw  a  huge  rat — O  dear,  how  I  fcream'd ! 
*'  And  after,  methought,  I  had  loft  my  new  Ihoes  ; 
*'  And  Molly,  fhe  faid,  I  (hould  hear  fome  ill  news. 

"  Dear  madam,  had  you  but  the  fpirit  to  teafe, 
**  You  might  have  a  barrack  whenever  you  pleafe  : 
"  And,  madam,  I  always  belie v'd  you  fo  ftout, 
<*■  That  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  give  out. 
"  If  I  had  a  hufband  like  him,  I  purtejl, 
*'  Till  he  gave  me  my  will,  I  would  give  him  no  reft; 
*'  And,  rather  than  come  in  the  fame  pair  of  (heets 
"  'With  fuch  a  crofs  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  ftreets: 
"  But,  madam,  I  beg  you  contrive  and  invent, 
*'  And  worry  him  out,  till  he  gives  his  confent. 
*'  Dear  madam,  whene'er  of  a  barrack  I  think, 
**  An  I  were  to  be  hang'd,  I  can't  fleep  a  wink : 
**  For  if  a  new  crotchet  comes  into  my  brain, 
**  I  can't  get  it  out,  though  I  'd  never  fo  fain. 
**  I  fancy  already  a  barrack  contriv'd 
**  At  Hamilton's  bawni,  and  the  troop  is  arriv'd  ; 
*'  Of  this  to  be  fure  Sir  Arthur  has  warning, 
*'  And  waits  on  the  Captain  betimes  the  next  morning. 

*  Two  of  Sir  Arthur's  managers,     F, 

"  Now 
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•'  Now  fee,  when  they  meet,  how  their  Honours  behave  : 
"  Noble  Captain,  your  fervant" — "  Sir  Arthur,  your 

"  flave  ; 
**  You  honour  me  much" — *'  The  honour  is  mine." — 
*'  *Twas  a  fad  rainy  night" — "  But  the  morning  is  fine." 
"  Pray  how  does  my  Lady?" — "  My  wife  's  at  your 

"  feMce."— 
*'  I  think  I  have  feen  her  picture  by  Jervas."— 
*^  Good  morrow,    good  Captain.     I  '11  wait  on  you 

''  down."— 
"  You  fha'n't  Hir  a  foot." — You  'llthmkmx  a  clown  : 
"  For  all  the  world.  Captain — "    "  Not  half  an  inch 

"  farther."— 
"  You  mull  be  obey'dl"— *^  Yourfervant,  Sir  x^rthurl 
**  My  humble  refpefts  to  my  Lady  unknown." — 
*'  I  hope  you  will  ufe  my  houfe  as  your  own." 

**"  Go  bring  me  my  fmock,  and  leave  off  your  prate, 
*^  Thou  haft  certainly  gotten  a  cup  in  thy  pate." 

"  Pray,  madam,  be  quiet;  what  was  it  I  faid.^ 
"  You  had  like  to  ha^'e  put  it  quiet  out  of  my  head. 
"  Next  day,  to  be  fure,  the  Captain  will  comxC, 
*'  At  the  head  of  his  troops,  with  trumpet  and  drum. 
*'  Now,  m.adam,  obferve  how  he  marches  in  Hate : 
*'  The  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate : 
*'  Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.     The  trumpeters  follow, 
*'  Tantara,  tantara ;  while  all  the  boys  hollow. 
''  See  now  comes  the  Captain  all  daub'd  with  gold  lace  . 
"  O  la  !  the  fweet  gentleman  !  look  in  his  f^ce  ; 
''  And  fee  how  he  rides  like  a  lord  of  the  land, 
"  With  the  fine  flaming  fword  that  he  holds  in  his  hand ; 
P  ^  ''  And 
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'^  And  his  horfe,  the  dear  cretsr,  it  prances  and  rears ; 
"  With  ribbons  in  knots  at  its  tail  and  its  ears : 
"  At  lall:  comes  the  troop,  by  the  word  of  command, 
'•  Drawn  up  in  our  court;    when  the  Captain  cries, 

"  Stand ! 
"  Your  Ladyfliip  lifts  up  the  fafn  to  be  feen 
"  (For  fure  I  had  dizen^d you  out  like  a  queen). 
*'  The  Captain,  to  fhew  he  is  proud  of  the  favour, 
*'  Looks  up  to  your  window,  and  cocks  up  his  beaver 
"   (Kis  beaver  is  cock'd  ;  pray,  madam,  mark  that, 
*■  For  a  Captain  ofhorfe  never  takes  ofFhis  hat, 
*'  Becaufe  he  has  never  a  hand  that  is  idle; 
'^  For  the  right  holds  the  fword,  and  the  left  holds  the 

"  bridle). 
'•  Then  fiouriflies  thrice  his  Avord  in  the  air, 
"  As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  fo  fair ; 
**   (Hov/  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath  fpllt !) 
''  Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  and  kiiles  the  hilt. 
''  Your  Ladylhip  fmiles,  and  thus  you  begin : 
*'  Pray,  Captain,  be  pleas'd  to  ahght  and  walk  in." 
"  The  Captain  falutes  you  with  congee  profound, 
*"*  And  your  Ladyfhip  curtfies  half  way  to  the  ground. 

*'  Kit,  run  to  your  mafier,  and  bid  him  come  to  us ; 
'*  I  'm  fure  he  '11  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us. 
"  And,  Captain,  you  '11  do  us  the  favour  to  ilay, 
**  And  take  a  fhort  dinner  here  with  us  to-day : 
*'  You  're  heartily  welcome ;  but  as  for  good  cheer, 
"  You  com.e  in  the  very  worft  time  of  the  year  : 
**  If  I  had  expeded  fo  worthy  a  gueft — " 

*'  Lord !  madam  !  your  Ladyihip  fure  is  in  jeil : 

*'  You 
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"  You  banter  me,  madam ;  the  kingdom  muil  grant — " 
*^  You  officers.  Captain,  are  fo  complaifant ! " 

"  HiTi,  huffy,  I  think  I  hear  fomebody  comings" 
*■'  No,  madam ;  'tis  only  Sir  Arthur  a-humming. 
"  To  Paorten  my  talc  (for  I  hate  a  long  ftory)> 
*'  The  Captain  at  dinner  appears  in  his  glory ; 
''  The  Dean  and  the  *Doclor  have  humbled  their  pride, 
*''  For  the  Captain  's  entreated  to  fit  by  your  fide ; 
*'  And,  becaufe  he  's  their  betters,  you  carve  for  him 

"  firft; 
*'  The  Parfons  for  envy  are  ready  to  burft. 
"  The  fervants  amaz'd  are  fcarce  ever  able 
**  To  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait  at  the  table  ; 
'*  And  Molly  and  I  have  thruft  in  our  nofe 
'*  To  peep  at  the  Captain  in  all  his  fine  clo'es. 
^^  Dear  madam,  be  fure  he  's  a  fine-fpoken  man, 
*'  Do  but  hear  on  the  Clergy  how  glib  his  tongue  ran ; 
"  And,  madam,  fays  he,  if  fuch  dinners  you  give, 
"  You  '11  ne'er  want  for  Parfons  as  long  as  you  live. 
*'  I  ne'er  knew  a  Parfon  without  a  good  nofe ; 
"  But  the  Devil  's  as  welcome  wherever  he  goes: 
"  G —  d— n  me !   they  bid  us  reform  and  repent, 
*'  But,  2 — s  !  by  their  looks  they  never  keep  Lent. 
*'  Mifter  Curate,  for  all  your  grave  looks,  I  'm  afraid 
"  You  caft  a  iheep's  eye  on  her  Ladylliip's  maid : 
"  I  wifli  {he  would  lend  you  her  pretry  white  hand 
"  In  mending  your  caffock,  and  Imoothing  your  band 
**   (For  the  Dean  was  fo  fhabby,  and  look'd  like  a  ninny, 
**  That  the  Captain  Tuppos'd  he  was  Curate  to  Jinny) . 

*  Do6lor  Jinny,  a  clergyman  in  the  neighbourhood.     F. 

P  4  Whenever 


ai6  SWIFT'S    POEMS-. 

*'  Whenever  you  fee  a  caffock  and  gown, 
**  A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  clown. 
**  Obferve  how  a  Parfon  comes  into  a  room  ; 
"  G —  d — n  me  !  he  hobbles  as  bad  as  my  groom-; 
'*  A/cbolardy  when  juft  from  his  college  broke  loofe^ 
"  Can  hardly  tell  how  to  cry  bo  to  a  goofe ; 
"  Your  *Noveds,  and  Bluttircksy  and  Omurs,  and  fluff, 
"  By  G — ,  they  dcn't  fignify  this  pinch  of  fnuiFr 
**  To  give  a  young  gentleman  right  education, 
"  The  army  's  the  only  good  fchool  in  the  nation  : 
"  My  fchool-mafter  call'd  me  a  dunce  and  a  fool, 
"  But  at  GuiFs  I  was  always  the  cock  of  the  fchool ; 
"  I  never  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood  o'  me, 
*'  And  the  puppy  confefs'd  he  expelled  no  good  o'  me, 
"  He  caught  me  one  morning  coquetting  his  wife  ; 
"  But  he  maul'd  me,  I  ne'er  was  fo  maul'd  in  my  life: 
**  So  I  took  to  the  road,  and,  what  's  very  odd, 
''  The  firH  man  I  robb'd  was  a  Parfon,  by  G— . 
"  Now,  madam,  you  '11  think  it  a  ilrange  thing  to  fay, 
"■  But  the  fight  of  a  book  makes  me  fick  to  this  day." 

"  Never  iince  I  was  born  did  I  hear  fo  much  wit, 
**  And,  madam,  I  laugh'd  till  I  thought  I  iliould  fplit. 
**  So  then  you  look'd  fcornful,  and  fnift  at  the  Dean, 
"   As  who  fhould  fay,  ISo-jj,  am  I  ■\Jkin7iy  and  lean  P 
*'  But  he  durft  not  fo  much  as  once  open  his  lips, 
*'  And  the  Dodor  was  plaguily  down  in  the  hips. 

Thus  mercilefs  Hannah  ran  on  i  i  her  talk. 
Till  (he  heard  the  Dean  call,  **  Will  your  Ladylhip 
"  walk?" 


*  Ovids,  Plutarchs,  Homers. 
•}•  Nick-Rames  for  my  lady. 


Her 
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Her  Ladylhip  anfwers,  "  I  'm  juft  coming  down;'* 
Then,  turning  to  Hannah,  and  forcing  a  frown. 
Although  it  was  plain  in  her  heart  llie  was  glad, 
Cry'd,  "  HufTy^  why  fure  the  ivencb  is  gone  mad  I 
*'  How  could  thefe  chimera^ s  get  into  your  brains?— 
**  Come  hither,  and  take  this  old  gown  for  your  pains, 
"  But  the  Dean,  if  this  fecret  fliould  come  to  his  ears, 
"  Will  never  have  done  with  his  gibes  and  his  jeers : 
**  For  your  life,  not  a  word  of  the  matter,  I  charge  ye : 
"  Give  me  but  a  hayrack^  a  fig  for  the  clergy.^^ 

TO     DEAN      SWIFT. 

BY     SIR     ARTHUR     ACHESON, 

C^  OOD  caufe  have  I  to  fmg  and  vapour, 
X  Fct'  i  am  landlord  to  the  Drapier: 
He  that  of  every  ear  's  the  charmer,. 
Now  condefcends  to  be  my  farmer^ 
And  grace  my  villa  with  his  firains. 
Lives  fuch  a  bard  on  Britilh  plains  ?• 
No ;  noil  in  all  the  Britifh  court: ; 
For  none  but  vvitlings  there  refort, 
Whofe  names  and  works  (though  dead)  are  made 
Immortal  by  the  Dunciad ; 
And,  fure  as  monument  of  brafs. 
Their  fame  to  future  times  ihall  pafs. 
How,  with  a  weakly  warbling  tongue. 
Of  brazen  knight  they  vainly  fung : 
A  fubjed  for  their  genius  iit^ 

He  dares  defy  both  fenfe  and  wit. 

Whal 


2i8  SWIFT'S    POEMS. 

What  dares  he  not  ?  He  can,  we  know  it> 

A  laureat  make  that  is  no  poet; 

A  judge,  without  the  leaft  pretence 

To  common  law,  or  common  fenfe  j 

A  bifhop  that  is  no  divine  ; 

And  coxcombs  in  red  ribbons  fhine : 

Nay,  he  can  make,  what  's  greater  far, 

A  middle-ftate  'twixt  peace  and  war; 

And  fay,  there  fhall,  for  years  together. 

Be  peace  and  war,  and  both,  and  neither. 

Happy,  O  Market-hill  1  at  leaft. 

That  court  and  courtiers  have  no  tafte : 

You  never  elfe  had  known  the  Dean, 

But,  as  of  old,  obfcurely  Iain; 

All  things  gone  on  the  fame  dull  track. 

And  Drapier's-hill*  been  ftill  Drumlack  ; 

But  now  your  name  with  Penfliurll  vies. 

And  wing'd  with  fame  fhall  reach  the  fkies. 


DRAPIER'S-HILL. 

'%'J  7E  give  the  world  to  underiland, 

T  y      Our  thriving  Dean  has  purchas'd  land ; 
A  purchafe  which  will  bring  him  clear 
Above  his  rent  four  pounds  a  year; 

*•  The  Dean  gave  this  nsme  to  a  farm  called  Drumlack,  whidi 
he  rented  of  Sir  Arthur  Achefon,  whole  feat  lay  between  that 
and  Market-hill;  and  intended  to  build  an  houfe  upon  it,  but 
afterwards  changed  his  mind.     F. 

Provided, 
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Provided,  to  improve  the  ground. 
He  will  but  add  two  hundred  pound; 
And,  from  his  endlefs  hoarded  ftore> 
To  build  a  houfe,  five  hundred  more. 
Sir  Arthur  too  Ihall  have  his  will. 
And  call  the  manfion  Drapier*s-hill : 
That,  when  a  nation,  long  enflav'd. 
Forgets  by  whom  it  once  was  fav'd ; 
When  none  the  Drapier's  praife  fhall  fmg; 
^is  figns  aloft  no  longer  fvving ; 
His  medals  and  his  prints  forgotten ; 
And  all  his  *handkerchiefs  are  rotten ; 
His  famous  Letters  made  wafte-paper ; 
This  hill  may  keep  the  name  of  Drapier; 
In  fpight  of  envy,  flourifh  ftill, 
Y\nd  Drapier's  vie  with  Cooper's  hill. 

THE    DEAN'S    REASONS 
FOR  NOT  BUILDING  AT  DRAPIER'S-HILL. 

I  WILL  not  build  on  yonder  mount : 
And,  (hould  you  call  me  to  account, 
Confulting  with  myfelf,  I  lind 
it  was  no  levity  of  mind. 
Whate'er  I  promis'd  or  intended. 
No  fault  of  mine,  the  fcheme  is  ended : 

♦  Medals  were  caft,  many  figns  hung  up,  and  handkerchiefs 
made  with  devices,  in  honour  of  the  Dean,  under  the  name 
of  M.  B.  Drapier.     F. 

Kor 
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Nor  can  you  tax  me  as  unfleady, 
I  have  a  hundred  caufes  ready; 
All  rifen  fmce  that  flattering  time. 
When  Drapier's-hill  appear'd  in  rhyme, 

I  am,  as  now  too  late  I  find. 
The  greateft  cully  of  mankind : 
The  lovveft  boy  in  Martin's  fchool 
May  turn  and  wind  me  like  a  fool. 
How  could  [  form  fo  wild  a  vifion. 
To  feek,  in  deferts.  Fields  Elyfian  ? 
To  live  in  fear,  fufpicion,  variance. 
With  thieves,  fanatics,  and  barbarians  ? 

But  here  my  Lady  will  object : 
Your  Deanfnip  ought  to  recolleift. 
That,  near  the  Knight  of  Gosford  plac'd^ 
Whom  you  allow  a  man  of  talle. 
Your  intervals  of  time  to  fpend 
With  fo  converfable  a  friend. 
It  vwuld  not  fignify  a  pin 
Whatever  climate  you  were  in. 

'Tis  true,  but  what  advantage  comes- 
To  me  from  all  a  ufurer's  plumbs; 
Though  I  fhould  fee  him  twice  a  day. 
And  am  his  neighbour  crofs  the  way; 
If  all  my  rhetoric  mull  fail 
To  flrike  him  for  a  pot  of  ale  ? 

Thus,  when  the  learned  and  the  wife 
Conceal  their  talents  from  our  eyes. 
And  from  deferving  friends  with-hold 
Their  gifts,  as  Mifers  do  their  gold ; 


Their 
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Their  knowledge  to  themfelves  confin'd 
Is  the  fame  avarice  of  mind ; 
Nor  makes  their  converfation  better. 
Than  if  they  never  knew  a  letter. 
5uch  is  the  fate  of  Gosford's  Knight, 
Who  keeps  his  wifdom  out  of  fight ; 
Whofe  uncommunicative  heart 
Will  fcarce  one  precious  word  impart : 
5till  rapt  in  fpeculations  deep. 
His  outward  fenfes  faft  afleep ; 
Who,  while  I  talk,  a  fong  will  hum. 
Or,  with  his  fingers,  beat  the  drum ; 
Beyond  the  fkies  tranfports  his  mind. 
And  leaves  a  lifelefs  corpfe  behind. 

But,  as  for  me,  who  ne'er  could  clamber  high. 
To  under ftand  Malebranche  or  Cambray  ; 
Who  fend  my  mind  (as  I  believe)  lefs 
Than  others  do,  on  errands  fleevelefs ; 
Can  liften  to  a  tale  humdrum. 
And  with  attention  read  Tom  Thumb ; 
My  fpirits  with  my  body  progging. 
Both  hand  m  hand  together  jogging; 
Sunk  over  head  and  ears  in  matter. 
Nor  can  of  metaphyfics  fmatter; 
Am  more  diverted  with  a  quibble. 
Than  dream  of  worlds  intelligible; 
And  think  all  notions  too  abftracled 
Are  like  the  ravings  of  a  crackt  head ; 
What  intercourfe  of  minds  can  be 
3etvvixt  the  Knight  fublime  and  me. 

If 
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If  when  I  talk,  as  talk  I  mull. 
It  is  but  prating  to  a  buft? 

Where  fritndlhip  is  by  Fate  delign'd. 
It  forms  an  union  in  the  mind : 
But  here  I  differ  from  the  Knight 
In  every  point,  like  black  and  white ; 
For  none  can  fay  that  ever  yet 
We  both  in  one  opinion  met; 
Not  in  philofophy,  or  ale; 
In  ilate  affairs,  or  planting  cale; 
In  rhetoric,  or  picking  itraws ; 
Inroafting  larks,  or  maldng  lavv5; 
In  public  fchemes,  or  catching  flies ; 
In  parliaments,  or  pudding-pies. 
.  The  neighbours  wonder  why  the  Knight 
Should  in  a  country  life  delight. 
Who  not  one  pleafure  entertains 
To  cheer  the  foHtary  fcenes : 
His  guefts  are  few,  his  vifits  rare; 
Nor  ufes  time,  nor  time  will  fpare ; 
Nor  rides,  nor  walks,  nor  hunts,  nor  fowls. 
Nor  plays  at  cards,  or  dice,  or  bowls ; 
But,  feated  in  an  eafy  chair, 
Defpifes  exercife  and  air. 
His  rural  walks  he  ne'er  adorns : 
Here  poor  Pomona  fits  on  thorns ; 
And  there  ncglefl:ed  Flora  fettles 
Her  bum  upon  a  bed  of  nettles. 

Thofe  thanklcfs  and  ofhcious  cares 
I  us'd  to  take  in  friends'  affairs. 

From 
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From  which  I  never  could  refrain. 
And  have  been  often  chid  in  vain ; 
From  thefe  I  am  recover'd  quite. 
At  leafl  in  what  regards  the  Knight. 
Preferve  his  health,  his  ftore  increafe; 
May  nothing  interrupt  his  peace ! 
But  now  let  all  his  tenants  round 
Firft  milk  his  cows,  and  after,  pound : 
Let  every  cottager  confpire 
To  cut  his  hedges  dov/n  for  fire : 
The  naughty  boys  about  the  village 
His  crabs  and  floes  may  freely  pillage : 
He  ftill  may  keep  a  pack  of  knaves 
To  fpoil  his  work,  and  work  by  halves : 
His  meadows  may  be  dug  by  fwine. 
It  fhall  be  no  concern  of  mine. 
For  why  Ihould  I  continue  ftill 
To  ferve  a  friend  againll  his  will  ? 

A    PANEGYRICK     ON    THE    DEAN, 

In  the  Person  of  a  Lady  in  the  North*.   1730, 

RESOLV'D  my  gratitude  to  fhow. 
Thrice  reverend  Dean,  for  all  I  owe. 
Too  long  I  have  my  thanks  delay'd. 
Your  favours  left  too  long  unpaid; 
But  now,  in  all  our  fex's  name. 
My  artlefs  Mufe  fhall  fing  your  fame. 

*  The  lady  of  Sir  Arthur  Achefon. 

Indulgent 
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Indulgent  you  to  female  kind. 
To  all  their  weaker  fides  are  blind; 
Nine  more  fuch  champions  as  the  Dean 
Would  foon  reftore  our  ancient  reign. 
How  well,  to  win  the  ladies'  hearts. 
You  celebrate  their  wit  and  parts  1 
How  have  I  felt  my  fpirits  iaii"d. 
By  you  fo  oft',  fo  highly  prais'd ! 
Transform'd  by  your  convincing  tongue 
To  witty,  beautiful,  and  young, 
I  hope  to  quit  that  aukward  Ihame, 
Affe6led  by  each  vulgar  dame. 
To  modelly  a  weak  pretence ; 
And  foon  grow  pert  on  men  of  fenfe ; 
To  faew  my  face  with  fcornful  air; 
Let  others  match  it,  if  they  dare. 

Impatient  to  be  out  of  debt. 
Oh,  may  I  never  once  forget 
The  bard  who  humbly  deigns  to  chufe 
Me  for  the  fubjed  of  his  Mufe  1 
Behind  my  back,  before  my  nofe. 
He  founds  my  praife  in  verfe  and  profe. 

My  heart  with  emulation  burns 
To  make  you  fuitable  returns : 
My  gratitude  the  world  fliall  know; 
And  fee,  the  printer's  boy  below; 
Ye  hawkers  all,  your  voices  lift; 
*'  A  Panegyrick  on  Dean  Swift!" 
And  then,  to  mend  the  matter  Jlill, 
"'  Bv  Ladv  Anne  of  Market-hill." 


Thus 


A  PANEGYRICK  ON  THE  DEAN.        115 

I  thus  begin :  My  grateful  Mufe 
Salutes  the  Dean  in  dilFerent  views ; 
Dean,  butler,  ulher,  jefler,  tutor ; 
^Robert  and  Darby's  coadjutor  : 
And,  as  you  in  commifiion  fit. 
To  rule  the  dairy  next  to  fKit, 

In  each  capacity  I  mean 
To  fmg  your  praife.     And  firft  as  Dean : 
^nvy  muft  own,  you  underfland  your 
Precedence,  and  fupport  your  grandeur ; 
Nor  of  your  rank  will  bate  an  ace. 
Except  to  give  Dean  Daniel  place. 
In  yea  fuch dignity  appears; 
So  Tutted  to  your  Hate  and  years ! 
With  ladies  what  a  ftricl  decorum ! 
With  what  devotion  you  adore  'em ! 
Treat  me  with  fo  much  complaifance. 
As  fits  a  pincefs  in  romance ! 
By  your  example  and  afliilance, 
'.Th2 /el/o^cvs  learn  to  know  their  diftance. 
Sir  Arthur,  fmce  you  fet  the  pattern, 
"No  longer  calls  m^/nipe  2LxAJlattern\ 
Nor  dares  he,  though  he  were  a  duke. 
Offend  me  with  the  leaii  rebuke. 

Proceed  we  to  your  ^preaching  next : 
How  nice  you  fplit  the  hardell  text! 

*  The  names  of  two  overfeers. 

^  My  lady's  footman. 

t  The  uuthor  preached  but  once  while  he  was  there.     F. 

VoL.XLIII.  CL  How 
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How  your  fuperior  learning  fhines 
Above  our  neighbouring  dull  divines ! 
At  Beggars'  Opera  not  (o  full  pit 
Is  feen,  as  when  you  mount  our  pulpit. 

Confider  now  your  converfation : 
Regardful  of  your  age  and  ftation. 
You  ne'er  was  known,  by  paffion  flirr'dj, 
To  give  tae  leaft  ofFenfive  word ; 
But  ftill,  whene'er  you  filence  break. 
Watch  every  fyllable  you  fpeak : 
Your  ftyle  fo  clear,  and  fo  concife. 
We  never  afk  to  hear  you  twice. 
But  then,  a  parfon  fo  genteel. 
So  nicely  clad  from  head  to  heel ; 
So  fine  a  gown,  a  band  fo  clean. 
As  well  become  St.  Patrick's  Dean, 
Such  reverential  awe  exprefs. 
That  cow-boys  know  you  by  your  drefs ! 
Then,  if  our  neighbouring  friends  come  her^. 
How  proud  are  we  when  you  appear. 
With  fuch  addrefs  and  graceful  port. 
As  clearly  ihews  you  bred  at  court  1 

Now  raife  your  fpirits,  Mr.  Dean, 
I  lead  you  to  a  nobler  fcene. 
When  to  the  vault  you  walk  in  flate. 
In  quality  of  Staler' s-mate; 
You  next  to  *Dennis  bear  the  fway : 
-  To  you  we  often  truft  the  key : 

*  The  butler. 

r-Nor 
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Nor  can  he  judge  with  all  his  art 

So  well,  what  bottle  holds  a  quart ; 

What  pints  may  beft  for  bottles  pafs, 

Juft  to  give  every  man  his  glafs; 

When  proper  to  produce  the  bell. 

And  what  may  ferve  a  common  gued. 

With  Dennis  you  did  ne'er  combine. 

Not  you,  to  ileal  your  mailer's  wine ; 

Except  a  bottle  now  and  then. 

To  welcome  brother  fervinp--men : 
<_> 

But  that  is  with  a  good  defign. 
To  drink  Sir  Arthur's  health  and  mine ; 
Yaur  mailer's  honour  to  maintain. 
And  get  the  like  returns  again. 

Your  *  ujher^  poll  mufl  next  be  handled : 
How  blefs'd  am  I  by  fuch  a  man  led ! 
Under  whofe  wife  and  careful  guardlhip 
I  now  defpife  fatigue  and  hardlhip : 
Familiar  grown  to  dirt  and  v,'et. 
Though  daggled  round,  I  fcorn  to  fret : 
From  you  my  chamber-daml'els  learn 
My  broken  hofe  to  patch  and  dearn. 

Now  as  2.jejier  I  accoll  you; 
Which  never  yet  one  friend  has  loil  you. 
You  judge  fo  nicely  to  a  hair, 
Kcw  far  to  go,  and  when  to  fpare ; 
By  long  experience  grown  fo  wife, 
•  Of  every  talle  to  know  the  fize  ; 

^.  He  fometlmes  ufed  to  walk  with  the  laJy,     F. 

0^2  There  's 
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There  *s  none  fo  ignorant  or  weak 
*  To  take  offence  at  what  you  fpeak. 
Whene'er  you  joke,  'tis  all  a  cafe 
Whether  with  Dermot,  or  His  Grace; 
With  Teague  O'Murphey,  or  an  earl; 
A  dutchefs,  or  a  kitchen-girl. 
With  fuch  dexterity  you  fit 
Their  feveral  talents  with  your  wit. 
That  Moll  the  chamber-maid  can  fmoke. 
And  Gahaganf  take  every  joke. 

I  now  become  your  humble  fuitor 
To  let  you  praife  you  as  my  putor. 
Poor  I,  a  favage  bred  and  born. 
By  you  inllrucled  every  morn. 
Already  have  improv'd  fo  well. 
That  I  have  almoft  learnt  to  fpell : 
The  neighbours  who  come  here  to  dincj 
Admire  to  hear  me  fpeak  (oji/ze. 
How  envioufly  the  ladies  look. 
When  they  furprife  me  at  my  book ! 
And  fure  as  they  're  alive  at  night. 
As  foon  as  gene  will  (how  their  fpight : 
Good  lard !  what  can  my  lady  mean, 
Converfmg  with  tliat  rufty  Dean ! 

*  The  neighbouring  ladies  were   no  -  great   underilanders   of    .^ 
ralllen-.     F. 

f   The  clown   thattut   down  the  bid   thorn   at  Market-KilU 
See  abavc,  p.  ij  5.  , 

X  In  bad  weather  the  author  ufed   to   direct  my  lady  in  her 
leading.     F. 

She's 
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She  's  grown  fo  nice,  and  (o  penurhusy 
With  Socrates  and  Eplcurins. 
How  could  Ihe  fit  the  live-long  day. 
Yet  never  afk  us  once  to  play? 

But  I  admire  your  patience  moft ; 
That  when  I  'm  duller  than  a  poll. 
Nor  can  the  plaineil  word  pronounce. 
You  neither  fuine,  nor  fret,  nor  flounce ; 
Are  fo  indulgent,  and  io  mild. 
As  if  I  were  a  darling  child. 
So  gentle  is  your  whole  proceeding. 
That  I  could  fpend  my  life  in  reading. 

You  merit  new  employments  daily  : 
Our  thatcher,  ditcher,  gardener,  bail/. 
And  to  a  genius  fo  extenfive 
No  work  is  grievous  or  ofFenfive ; 
"Whether  your  fruitful  fancy  lies 
To  make  f.-»r  pigs  convenient  ityes ; 
Or  ponder  long  with  anxious  thought 
To  baniih  rats  that  haunt  our  vault ; 
Nor  have  you  grumbled,  reverend  Dean, 
To  keep  our  poultry  fweet  and  clean ; 
To  fvveep  the  manfion-houfe  they  dwell  in. 
And  cure  the  rank  unfavory  fmelling.       " 

Now  enter  as  the  dairy  hand-maid ; 
Such  charming  *  butter  never  man  made. 
Let  others  with  fanatic  face 
Talk  of  their  milk  for  babes  of  grace ; 

*  A   way  of  making  butter  for   bieakfriH:,   by  fiili.^g  a   bot;ls 
■wkh  cream,  and  ihaking  it  till  the  buctcr  comes.     F. 

Qj  From 
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From  tuhs  their  fnufEing  nonfenfe  utter : 
Thy  milk  fnall  make  us  tubs  of  butter. 
The  bifhop  with  his/oo^  may  burn  it*. 
But  with  his  hand  the  Dean  can  churn  it. 
How  are  the  fervants  overjoy 'd 
To  fee  thy  Deanfliip  thus  employ 'd ! 
Inflead  of  poring  on  a  book. 
Providing  butter  for  the  cook ! 
Three  morning-hours  you  tofs  and  fnake 
The  bottle  till  your  fingers  ake : 
Hard  is  the  toil,  nor  fmall  the  art. 
The  butter  from  the  whey  to  part : 
Behold  a  frothy  fubftance  rife ; 
Be  cautious,  or  your  bottle  flies. 
The  butter  comes,  our  fears  are  ceas'd ; 
And  out  you  fqueeze  an  ounce  at  leaft. 

Your  Reverence  thus,  with  like  fuccefs 
(Nor  is  your  fkill  or  labour  lefs). 
When  bent  upon  fome  fmart  lampoon. 
Will  tofs  and  turn  your  brain  till  noon ; 
Which,  in  its  jumbling s  round  the  fkull,. 
Dilates  and  makes  the  veffel  full : 
While  nothing  comes  but  froth  at  firft. 
You  think  your  giddy  head  will  burft; 
But,  fqueezing  out  four  lines  in  rhyme,  1 

Are  largely  paid  for  all  your  time. 

*  It  is  a  commc«  faying,  when  the  milk  burns-to,  that  the 
devil  or  the  bifliop  has  fet  his  foot  in  it,  ths  devil  having  been 
called  bifiiop  of  hell.     F. 

But 
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But  you  have  rais'd  your  generous  mind 
To  works  of  more  exalted  kind. 
Palladio  was  not  half  fo  fkill'd  in 
The  grandeur  or  the  art  of  building. 
Two  temples  of  magnific  iize 
Attrad  the  curious  traveller's  eyes. 
That  might  be  envy'd  by  the  Greeks ; 
Rais'd  up  by  you  in  twenty  weeks :  ] 

Here  gentle  goddefs  Cloacine 
Receives  all  offerings  at  her  ihrine. 
In  feparate  cells  the  he's  and  fhe's 
Here  pay  tlicir  vows  with  bended  knees  : 
For  'tis  prophane  when  fexes  mingle. 
And  every  nymph  mull  enter  iingle. 
And  when  fhe  feels  an  i-nnx>ard  motion. 
Come  iill'd  with  re'uerence  and  devotion.  . 
The  bafhful  maid,  to  hide  our  blufh. 
Shall  creep  no  m.ore  behind  a  bufh ; 
Here  unobferv'd  (he  boldly  goes. 
As  who  fhcuid  fay,  to  pluck  a  rofe. 

Ye  who  frequent  this  hallow'd  fcene. 
Be  not  ungrateful  to  the  Dean; 
But  duly,  ere  you  leave  your  iiation. 
Offer  to  liim  a  pure  libation 
Or  of  his  own  or  Smedley's  lay. 
Or  billet-doux,  or  lock  of  hay : 
And,  oh  1  may  all  who  hither  come. 
Return  vvith  unpolluted  thumb  ! 

Yet,  when  your  lofty  domes  I  praife, 
I  figh  to  tliink  of  ancient  days. 

0,4  Permit 
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Permit  me  then  to  raife  my  ftyle, 
And  fweetly  moralize  awhile. 

Thee,  bounteous  goddefs  Clcacine, 
To  temples  why  do  we  confine  ? 
Forbid  in  open  air  to  breathe. 
Why  are  thine  altars  fixt  beneath  ? 

When  Saturn  rul'd  the  fkies  alone 
(That  golden  age  to  gold  unknown). 
This  earthly  globe,  to  thee  affign'd, 
Receiv'd  the  gifts  of  all  mankind. 
Ten  thoufand  2!\X.2.x^  fmoaking  round 
Were  built  to  thee  with  offerings  crown'd  : 
And  here  thy  daily  votaries  plac'd 
Their  facrifice  with  zeal  and  hafte : 
The  margin  of  a  purling  ftream 
Sent  up  to  thee  a  grateful  fleam 
(Though  fometimes  thou  wert  pleas'd  to  w  ink,. 
If  Naiads  fwept  them  from  the  brink). 
Or  where  appointing  lovers  rove. 
The  fhelter  of  a  Ihady  grove; 
Or,  ofrer'd  in  fome  flowery  vale, 
Were  wafted  by  a  gentle  gale  ; 
There  many  a  flov/er  ablierfive  grew,. 
The  favourite  Bowers  of  yellow  i\ue  j 
The  crocus,  and  the  daffodil. 
The  cowfip  foft,  and  tweet  jonquil. 

But  when  at  lail  ufurping  Jove 
Old  Saturn  from  his  empire  drove; 
Then  gluttony  with  gxeafy  paws 
Her  napkin  pinn'd  up  to  her  jaws,. 

Wldi 


A   PANEGYRICK    ON   THE    DEAN.       133 

With  watery  chaps,  and  wagging  chin, 
Brac'd  like  a  drum  her  oily  fkin ; 
Wedg'd  in  a  fpacious  elbow-chair. 
And  on  her  plate  a  treble  (hare. 
As  if  ftie  ne'er  could  have  enough, 
Taught  harmlefs  man  to  cram  and  fluff. 
She  fent  her  prieil  in  wooden  fhoes 
From  haughty  Gaul  to  make  ragoos ; 
Inflead  of  wholefome  bread  and  cheefe. 
To  drefs  their  foups  and  fricaflees ; 
And,  for  our  home-bred  Britifh  cheer, 
Botargo,  catPap,  and  caveer. 

This  bloated  harpy,  fprung  from  hell, 
Confin'd  thee,  goddefs,  to  a  cell : 
Sprung  from  her  womb  that  impious  line. 
Contemners  of  thy  rights  divine. 
Firft,  lolling  7^5/i' in  woollen  cap 
Taking  her  after-dinner  nap : 
Pale  dropfy  with  a  fallow  face. 
Her  belly  burfl,  and  flov/  her  pace : 
And  lordly  gout,  wrapt  up  in  fur ; 
And  wheezing  ajlhma,  loth  to  flir ; 
Voluptuous  ea/e,  the  child  oiiijealth, 
Infeding  thus  our  hearts  by  fiealth. 
None  feek  thee  now  in  open  air. 
To  thee  no  verdant  altars  rear  ; 
But  in  their  cells  and  vaults  obfcene 
Prefent  a  facrifice  unclean; 
From  whence  unfavory  vapours  rofe, 
Oitenlive  to  thy  nicer  nofe. 

Ah! 
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Ah !  who,  in  our  degenerate  days. 
As  nature  prompts,  his  oftering  pays  ?. 
Here  nature  never  difference  made 
Between  the  fceptre  and  the  fpade. 

Ye  great-ones,  why  will  ye  difdain 
To  pay  your  tribute  on  the  plain  ? 
Why  will  you  place,  in  lazy  pride. 
Your  altars  near  your  couches'  fide  ; 
When  from  the  homeiieil  earthen  ware 
Are  fent  up  oiFerings  more  fmcere. 
Than  where  the  haughty  dutchefs  locks 
Her  filver  vafe  in  cedar-box  ? 

Yet  fome  devotion  flill  remains 
Among  our  harmlefs  northern  fwains, 
Whofe  offerings,  plac'd  in  golden  ranks. 
Adorn  our  cryfcal  rivers'  banks ; 
Nor  feldom  grace  the  fiowery  downs. 
With  fpiral  tops  and  copple-crowns ; 
Or  gilding  in  a  funny  morn 
The  humble  branches  of  a  thorn. 
So,  poets  iing,  with  golden  bough 
The  Trojan  hero  paid  his  vow. 

Hither,  by  lucklefs  error  led. 
The  crude  confluence  oft'  I  tread : 
Here,  when  my  Ihces  are  out  of  cafe, 
Unweeting  gild  the  tarnilh'd  lace ; 
Here  by  the  facred  bramble  ting'd. 
My  petticoat  is  doubly  fring'd. 

Be  witnefs  for  me,  nymph  divine, 
I  never  robb'd  thes  v/ith  defign  : 


No: 
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Nor  will  the  zealous  Hannah  pout 
To  wafh  thy  injur'd  offering  out. 

But  ftop,  ambitious  Mufe,  in  time. 
Nor  dwell  on  fubjefts  too  fublime. 
In  vain  on  lofcy  heels  I  tread, 
Afpiring  to  exalt  my  head ; 
With  hoop  expanded  wide  and  light. 
In  vain  I  'tempt  too  high  a  flight. 
Me  Phoebus  in  a  midnight  dream 

Accoiling  faid,  *"Goiiiake  your  cream.'* 

Be  humbly  minded,  know  your  pofi ; 

Sweeten  your  tea,  and  watch  your  toafl. 

Thee  bell:  befits  a  lowly  ftyle  : 

Teach  Dennis  how  to  ftir  the  f guile  : 

With  tPeggy  Dixon  tiioughtful  fit. 

Contriving  for  the  pot  and  fpit. 

Take  down  thy  proudly  fwelling  fails. 

And  rub  thy  teeth,  and  pare  thy  nails : 

At  nicely-carving  Ihew  thy  wit ; 

But  ne'er  prefume  to  eat  a  bit : 

Turn  every  way  thy  watchful  eye  ; 

And  every  gueft  be  fure  to  ply  : 

Let  never  at  your  board  be  known 

An  empty  plate,  except  your  ov%ti. 

Be  thefe  thy  arts ;  nor  Mgher  aim 

Than  what  befits  a  rural  dame. 

*  In  the  bottle,  to  make  butter.     F. 

■f  The  quantity  of  ale  or  beer  brewed  at  one  time,     F* 

I  Mrs.  Dixon,  the  houfe-keeper,     F. 

But 


£y6  SWIFT'S     POEMS. 

But  Cloacina,  goddefs  bright. 

Sleek claims  her  as  his  right : 

And  Smedley,  flower  of  all  divines. 
Shall  fing  the  Dean  in  Smedley's  lines. 

TWELVE      ARTICLES. 

I.   T    E  S  T  it  may  more  quarrels  breed, 
JL-J  I  will  never  hear  you  read. 

II.  By  difputing,  I  will  never, 

To  convince  you,  once  endeavour. 

III.  When  a  paradox  you  frick  to, 
I  will  never  contradidl  you. 

IV.  V/hen  I  talk,  and  you  are  heediefs, 
I  will  fliew  no  anger  needlefs. 

V.  V/hen  your  fpeeches  are  abfurd, 
I  will  ne'er  objeft  a  word. 

VI.  When  you  furious  argue  v/rong, 
I  will  grieve,  and  hold  my  tongue. 

Vn.  Not  a  jeil  or  humorous  ilory 
Will  I  ever  tell  before  ye ; 
To  be  chidden  for  explaining, 
When  you  quite  miilake  the  meaning, 

Vin.  Never  more  will  I  fuppofe. 

You  can  tafle  my  verfe  or  profe. 

IX.  You  no  more  at  me  ihall  fret. 


While  I  teach,  and  you  forget. 


X.  You 
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X.  You  fliall  never  hear  me  thunder. 
When  you  blunder  on,  and  blunder. 

XT.  Shew  your  poverty  of  fpirit, 

.  And  in  drefs  place  all  your  merit ; 
Give  yeurfelf  ten  thoufand  airs ; 
That  with  me  fhall  break  no  fquares. 

'  XIl.  Never  will  I  give  advice. 

Till  you  pleafe  to  afli  me  thrice: 
Which  if  you  in  fcorn  rejedl, 
'Twill  be  juil  as  I  exped. 

Thus  we  both  fhall  have  our  ends^ 
And  continue  fpecial  friends. 

THE       REVOLUTION 

AT     MARKET-HILL.     1730, 

FROM  diftant  regions  Fortune  fends 
An  odd  triumvirate  of  friends  ; 
Where  Phcebus  pays  a  fcanty  ftipend. 
Where  never  yet  a  ccdlin  ripen'd : 
Hither  the  frantic  goddefs  draws 
Three  fufTerers  in  a  ruin'd  caufe  : 
By  fadion  banilh'd,  here  unite, 
A  Dean*,  a  Spaniardf,  and  a  Knight| ; 

*  Dr.  Swi-fc. 

■f-  Col.   Harry    Leflie,  who  ferved  and  lived  long  in  Spain. 
See  p.  247. 

X  Sir  Arthur  Achefoo. 

Unite 
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Unite,  but  on  conditions  cruel : 
The  Dean  and  Spaniard  find  it  too  well, 
Condemn'd  to  live  in  fervice  hard ; 
On  either  fide  his  honour's  guard : 
The  Dean,  to  guard  his  honour's  back, 
Muft  build  a  caftle  at  Drumlack ; 
The  Spaniard,  fore  againft  his  will, 
Muft  raife  a  fort  at  Market-hill. 
And  thus  the  pair  of  humble  gentry 
At  -north  ^ndifouih  are  pofted  centry; 
V/hile,  in  his  lordly  caille  fixt. 
The  Knight  triumphant  reigns  betwixt  •; 
And,  what  the  wretches  moft  refent. 
To  be  his  Have?,  muft  pay  him  rent ; 
Attend  him  daily  as  their  chief  y 
Decant  his  wane,  and  carve  his  beef. 
Oh,  Fortune  1  'tis  a  fcandal  for  thee 
To  fmile  on  thofe  who  are  leaft  worthy : 
Weigh  but  the  merits  of  the  three. 
His  flaves  have  ten  times  more  than  he. 

Proud  Baronet  of  Nova  Scotia ! 
The  Dean  and  Spaniard  muft  reproach  ye : 


Of  their  two  fames  the  world  enough 
Where  are  thy  fervices  and  fafferings 
What  if  for  nothing  once  you  kift, 
Againft  the  grain,  a  monarch's  fift  ? 
What  if,  among  the  courtly  tribe. 
You  loft  a  place,  and  fav'd  a  bribe? 
And  then  in  furly  mood  -came  here 
To  fifteen  hundred  pounds  a  year. 
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And  fierce  againft  the  Whigs  harangu'd  ? 
You  never  ventur'd  to  be  hang'd. 
How  dare  you  treat  your  betters  thus  ? 
Are  you  to  be  compar'd  with  us  ? 

Come,  Spaniard,  let  us  from  our  farms 
Call  forth  our  cottagers  to  arms ; 
Our  forces  let  us  both  unite. 
Attack  the  foe  at  left  and  right ; 
From  Market-hill's  exalted  head. 
Full  northward  let  your  troops  be  led ; 
While  I  from  Drapier's  mount  defcend. 
And  to  the  fouth  my  fquadrons  bend. 
New-river-walk  with  friendly  ihade 
Shall  keep  my  hoil  in  ambufcade  ; 
While  you,  from  where  the  bafon  ftands. 
Shall  fcale  the  rampart  with  your  bands. 
Nor  need  we  doubt  the  fort  to  win ; 
I  hold  intelligence-  within. 
True,  Lady  Anne  no  danger  fears. 
Brave  as  the  Upton  fan  Ihe  wears; 
Then,  left  upon  our  firft  attack 
Ker  valiant  arm  Ihould  force  us  back. 
And  we  of  all  our  hopes  depriv'd ; 
I  have  a  ftratagem  contriv'd. 
By  thefe  embroider'd  high-heel'd  fhoes 
She  fhall  be  caught  as  in  a  noofe ; 
So  well  contriv'd  her  toes  to  pinch. 
She  '11  not  have  power  to  ftir  an  inch. 
Thefe  gaudy  ihoes  muft  Hannah  place 
Diredl  before  her  lady's  face ; 

The 


240 


The  fiioes  put  on,  our  faithful  portrefs 

Admits  us  in,  to  ftorm  the  fortrefs ; 

While  tortur'd  Madam  bound  remains. 

Like  Montezume,  in  golden  chains  j 

Or  like  a  cat  with  walnuts  (hod. 

Stumbling  at  every  ftep  fhe  trod. 

Sly  hunters  thus,  in  Borneo's  ifle. 

To  catch  a  monkey  by  a  wile. 

The  mimic  animal  amufe  ; 

They  place  before  him  gloves  and  ihoes ; 

Which  when  the  brute  puts  awkward  on^ 

All  his  agility  is  gone : 

In  vain  to  frifk  or  climb  he  tries ; 

The  huntfmen  feize  the  grinning  prize. 

But  let  U3  on  our  firft  alTault 
Secure  the  larder  and  the  vault: 
The  valiant  Dennis*  you  mud  fix  on. 
And  I  '11  engage  with  Peggy  Dixon f: 
Then,  if  we  once  can  feize  the  key 
And  cheflthat  keeps  my  lady's  tea. 
They  muil  furrender  at  difcretion ; 
And,  foon  as  we  have  gain'd  pofleiTion, 
We  '11  a6l  as  other  conquerors  do. 
Divide  the  realm  between  us  two  : 
Then  (let  me  fee)  we  '11  make  the  Knight 
Our  clerk,  for  he  can  read  and  write  j 
But  mull  not  think,  I  tell  him  that. 
Like  Lorimer  J  to  wear  his  hat : 

♦  The  butler,  -f  The  Ixoufe -keeper. 

t  The  ageut. 


Yf4, 


REVOLUTION  AT  MARKET-HILL.      241 

Yet,  when  we  dine  without  a  friend. 
We  '11  place  him  at  the  lower  end. 
Madam,  whofe  fidil  does  all  in  drefs  lie. 
May  ferve  to  wait  on  Mrs.  Leflie; 
But,  left  it  might  not  be  fo  proper 
That  her  own  maid  Ihould  over-top  her. 
To  mortify  the  creature  more. 
We  '11  take  her  heels  five  inches  lower. 

For  Hannah,  when  we  have  no  need  of  her^ 
*Twill  be  our  intereft  to  get  rid  of  her ; 
And,  when  we  execute  our  plot, 
'Tis  beft  to  hang  her  on  the  fpot; 
As  all  your  politicians  wife 
Difpatch  the  rogues  by  whom  they  rife. 


T       R       A       U       L       U       S. 
A       DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

T    O    M       AND       ROBIN,       1730. 


THE    FIRST    PART. 


SAY. 
Bv 


ly  bellowing  thus  againft  the  Dean? 
Why  does  he  call  him  paltry  fcribblcr, 
Papift,  and  Jacobite,  and  Libeler; 
Yet  cannot  prove  a  fmgle  faft  ? 

B.obin.  forgive  him,  Tom;  his  head  Is  crackt. 

*  Lord  Allen.     D.  3. 

VoL.XLIII.  R  r.  W!:- 
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T,  What  mifchief  can  the  Dean  have  done  hhn. 
That  Traulus  calls  for  vengeance  on  him  ? 
Why  muft  he  fputter,  fpawl,  and  flaver  it 
In  vain  againit  the  people's  favourite  ? 
Revile  that  nation -fa ving  paper. 
Which  gave  the  Dean  the  name  of  Drapier? 

R.  Why,  Tom,  I  think  the  cafe  is  plain; 
Party  and  fpleen  have  turn'd  his  brain. 

T:  Such  fiiendfliip  never  man  profefl. 
The  Dean  was  never  fo  carell; 
For  Traulus  long  his  rancour  nurs'd. 
Till,  God  knows  why,  at  laft  it  burfl. 
That  clumfy  outfide  of  a  porter. 
How  could  it  thus  conceal  a  courtier  ? 

R.  I  own,  appearances  are  bad; 
Yet  ftill  infift  the  man  is  mad. 

T,  Yet  many  a  wretch  in  Bedlam  know; 
How  to  diHing'jlfh  friends  from  foes ; 
And,  though  perhaps  among  the  rout 
He  wildly  flings  his  filth  about. 
He  flin  has  gratitude  and  fap'ence. 
To  fpare  the  folks  that  give  him  ha'pence ; 
Nor  in  their  eyes  at  random  piffes. 
But  turns  afide  like  mad  UlyfTes : 
While  Traulus  all  his  ordure  fcatters 
To  foul  the  mian  he  chiefly  flatters. 
Whence  come  thefe  inconfiflent  fits  ? 

R,  Why,  Tom,  the  man  has  loi>  his  wits. 
*r.  Agreed :  and  yet,  when  Towzer  fnaps 
At  people's  heels  with  frothy  chaps, 

Hanga 
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"Hangs  down  liis  head,  and  drops  his  tail. 

To  fay  he  's  mad,  will  not  avail ; 

The  neighbours  all  cry,  "  Shoot  him  dead* 

^'  Hang,  drown,  or  knock  him  on  the  head." 

So  Traulus  when  he  firil  harangu'd, 

I  wonder  why  he  was  not  hang'd ; 

For  of  the  two,  without  difpute, 

Towzer  's  the  lefs  ofFenfive  brute. 

R.  Tom,  you  miilake  the  matter  quite; 
Your  barking  curs  will  feldcm  bite ; 
And  though  you  hear  him  ftut-tut-tut-ter. 
He  barks  as  fail  as  he  can  utter. 
He  prates  in  fpite  of  all  impediment. 
While  none  believes  that  what  he  faid  he  meant; 
Puts  in  his  finger  and  his  thumb 
To  grope  for  words,  and  out  they  come. 
He  calls  you  rogue ;  there  's  nothing  in  it. 
He  fawns  upon  you  in  a  minute : 
**  Begs  leave  to  rail,  but,  d — n  his  blood  1 
*'  He  only  meant  it  for  yoar  good: 
"  His  friendfhip  was  exactly  tim'd, 
^*  He  fnot  before  your  foes  were  prim'd. 
*'  By  this  contrivance,  Mr.  Dean, 
■"  By  G—  1  I  'II  bring  you  ofr  as  clean—*" 
Then  let  him  ufe  you  e'er  fo  rough, 
"  'Twas  all  for  love,"  and  that 's  enough. 
But,  though  he  fputter  tlirough  a  feiTion, 
It  never  makes  the  leail  impreffion  : 

♦  This  is  the  ufual  excufe  of  Traulus,  when  he  abure3  yen  to 
others  v/ithouC  provocation.     F. 
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Whatever  he  fpeaks  for  madnefs  goes. 
With  no  eiiecl  on  friends  or  foes. 

T.  The  fcrubbiefl  cur  in  all  the  pack 
Can  fet  the  maflifr  on  your  back. 
I  own,  his  madnefs  is  a  jeft. 
If  that  were  all.     But  he 's  pofTeft, 
Incarnate  with  a  thoufand  imps. 

To  work  whofe  ends  his  madnefs  pimps ; 

Who  o'er  each  firing  and  wire  prefide. 

Fill  every  pipe,  each  motion  guide; 

Dired'ting  every  vice  we  find 

In  Scriptare,  to  the  devil  afTign'd ; 

Sent  from  the  dark  infernal  region. 

In  him  they  lodge,  and  make  him  hgicn. 

Of  brethren  he  's  Z-falfe  accufer-, 

A  flanderer,  traitor,  and  feducer; 

A  fawning,  bafe,  trepanning  liar ; 

The  marks  pecuhar  of  his  fire. 

Gr,  grant  him  but  a  drone  at  befl, 

A  drone  can  raife  a  hornet's  neft. 

The  Dean  had  felt  their  flings  before ; 

And  mull  their  malice  ne'er  give  o'er  ? 

Still  fwarm  and  buzz  about  his  nofe  ? 

Bat  Ireland's  friends  ne'er  wanted  foes. 

A  patriot  is  a  dangerous  pofl. 

When  wanted  by  his  country  mofl; 

Perverfely  comes  in  evil  times. 

Where  virtues  are  imputed  crimes. 

His  guilt  is  clear,  the  proofs  are  pregnant ; 

A  traitor  to  the  vices  regnant. 

W^at 
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What  fplrlt,  fince  the  world  began. 
Could  akvays  bear  io  J} ri-ve  tvith  man? 
Which  God  pronounc'd,  he  never  would. 
And  foon  convinc'd  them  by  a  flood. 
Yet  ftill  the  Dean  on  freedom  raves; 
His  fpirit  always  ilrives  with  flaves. 
'Tis  time  at  lad  to  fpare  his  ink. 
And  let  them  rot,  or  hang,  or  fmk. 

T       R       A      U       L       U       S. 

THE   SECOND    PART. 

TRAULUS,  of  amphibious  breed. 
Motley  fruit  of  mungrel  feed  3 
By  the  da?n  from  lordlings  fprung. 
By  the^r^  exhal'd  from  dung : 
Think  on  every  vice  in  both  ; 
Look  on  him,  and  fee  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mother's  fide, 
Fill'd  with  falfehocd,  fpleen,  and  pride; 
Pofitive  and  overbearing, 
Changing  ftill,  and  ftill  adhering ; 
Spiteful,  peevifh,  rude,  untoward. 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward ; 
When  his  friends  he  moil  is  hard  on. 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon ; 
Pvcputation  ever  tearing. 
Ever  dearefl  friendfhip  fwearlng  ; 
judgment  weak,  and  pafTion  ftrong> 
Always  various,  always  wrong; 

R  3  Provocatian 
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Provocation  never  waits. 
Where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hates ; 
Talks  whate'er  comes  in  his  head; 
Wiihes  it  were  all  unfaid. 

Let  me  now  the  vices  trace. 
From  the  father's  fcoundrel  race. 
V/ho  could  give  the  looby  fuch  airs  ? 
Were  they  mafonsy  were  they  butchers? 
Herald,  lend  the  Mufe  an  anfwer 
From  his  ata<vus  and  grandfire ; 
This  was  dextrous  at  his  trowel. 
That  was  bred  to  kill  a  cow  well : 
Hence  the  greafy  clumfy  mien 
In  his  drefs  and  figure  feen  j 
Hence  the  mean  and  fordid  foul. 
Like  his  body,  rank  and  foul ; 
Hence  that  wild  fufpicious  peep. 
Like  a  rogue  that  ileals  a  fhsep ; 
Hence  he  learnt  the  butcher's  guile^. 
How  to  cut  your  throat  and  fmile  ; 
Like  a  butcher,  doom'd  for  life 
In  his  7KCiith  to  wear  his  knife ; 
Hence  he  draws  liis  daily  food 
From  his  tenants'  vital  blood. 

Lafdy,  let  his  gifts  be  try'd, 
Borrow'd  from  the  mafon's  fide  : 
Some  perhaps  may  think  him  able 
In  the  ftate  to  build  a  Babel ; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  ilation 
To  deltroy  the  old  foundation* 


Tru« 
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True  indeed,  I  fhould  be  gladder. 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  a  ladder. 
May  he  at  his  Ir.tter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  defcend  \ 
In  him  tell  me  which  prevail. 
Female  vices  moll,  or  male  ? 
What  produc'd  him,,  can  ycu  tell  ? 
Human  race,  or  imps  of  hell  ? 

ROBIN     AND     HARRY  ^; 

ROBIN  to  beggars,  with  a  curfe, 
Throv/s  the  laft  (hilling  in  his  purfe ; 
^-^nd,  when  the  coachiman  comes  for  pay. 
The  rogue  mufr  call  another  day. 

Grave  Harry,  when  the  poor  are  prefiing,  . 
Gives  them  a  penny,  and  God's  bleffing ; 
But,  always  careful  of  the  main, 
V/ith  two-pence  left,  walks  home  in  rain> 

Robin,  from  noon  to  right,  will  prate^ 
Runs-out  in  tongue,  as  in  eflate : 
And,  eie  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day,  * 
Will  not  have  one  new  thing  to  fay»  . 
Much  talking  is  not  Harry's  vice ; 
He  need  not  tell  a  ftory  twice  :  . 
And,  if  he  always  be  fo  thrifty,  . 
His  fund  may  lail  to  iive  and  nfty. 

It  fo  fell  out,  that  cautious  Harry-,  .. 
As  foldiers  ufe,  fcr  love  muft  marry, 

*  Sons  of  Dr.  Lenie.     Harry  was  a  colonel  In   fhe  Sp-.niit^ 
/crvice.     See  ,  ^    _  ^^ 
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And,  with  his  dame,  the  ocean  croft; 
(All  for  Love,  or  the  World  well  Loft!) 
Repairs  a  cabin  gone  to  ruin, 
J  aft  big  enough  to  ihelter  two  in; 
And  in  lus  houfe,  if  any  body  come. 
Will  make  them  welcome  to  his  modicum  j 
Where  Goody  Julia  raillcs  the  cows. 
And  boils  potatoes  for  her  fpoufe ; 
Or  dearns  his  hofe,  or  mends  his  breeches. 
While  Harry  's  fencing  up  his  ditches. 

Rcbin,  who  ne'er  his  mind  could  fix 
To  live  without  a  coach  and  fix. 
To  patch  his  broken  fortunes,  found 
A  miftrefs  worth  five  thoufand  pound ; 
Swears  he  could  get  her  in  an  hour. 
If  Galrer  Harry  would  endow  her; 
And  fell;,  to  pacify  his  wrath, 
A  birth-right  for  a  mefs  of  broth. 

Young  Harry,  as  all  Europe  knows,- 
Was  long  the  quinteiTence  of  beaux; 
But,  when  efpous'd,  he  ran  the  fate 
That  mxuft  attend  the  marry 'd  ftate; 
From  gold  brocade  and  fhining  armour^ 
Was  metam_orphos'd  to  a  farmer ; 
His  grazier's  coat  with  dirt  befmear'd; 
Nor  twice  a  week  will  Ihave  his  beard. 

Old  Robin,  all  his  youth  a  fioven. 
At  nfty-two,  when  he  grew  loving. 
Clad  in  a  coat  of  paduafoy, 
A  flaxen  wig,  and  waiftcoat  gay, 

Powdcr'd 
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Powder'd  from  fliouider  down  to  flank. 
In  courtly  flyle  addrefles  Frank ; 
Twice  ten  years  older  than  his  wife. 
Is  doom'd  to  be  a  beau  for  life ; 
Supplying  thofe  defedls  by  drefs. 
Which  I  mud  leave  the  world  to  guefs. 

TO    BETTY    THE     GRIZETTE.       1730. 

OUEEN  of  wit  and  beauty,  Betty  1 
Never  may  the  Mufe  forget  ye  : 
How  thy  face  charms  every  fhepherd. 
Spotted  over  like  a  leopard  ! 
And  thy  freckled  neck,  difplay'd. 
Envy  breeds  in  every  maid. 
Like  a  fly-blown  cake  of  tallow. 
Or  on  parchment  ink  turn'd  yellow  ; 
Or  a  tawny  fpeckled  pippin, 
Shrivel'd  with  a  winter's  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  difpatch'd. 
Let  me  praife  thy  wit  unmatch'd. 

Sets  of  phrafes,  cut  and  dry. 
Evermore  thy  tongue  fupply. 
And  thy  memory  is  loaded 
With  old  fcraps  from  plays  exploded: 
Stock'd  with  repartees  and  jokes. 
Suited  to  all  chriftian  folks ; 
Shreds  of  wit,  and  fenfelefs  rhymes, 
Blunder'd  out  a  thoufand  times. 
Nor  wilt  thou  of  gifts  be  fparing. 
Which  can  ne'er  be  worfe  for  wearing : 

Picking 
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Picking  wit  among  collegians. 
In  the  play-houfe  upper  regions ; 
Where,  in  eighteen-penny  gallery,  . 
Iriih  nymphs  learn  Irilh  raillery : 
But  thy  merit  is  thy  failing. 
And  thy  raillery  is  railing. 

Thus  with  talents  well  endued 
To  be  fcurrilous  and  rude ; 
When  you  pertly" raife  your  fnout. 
Fleer,  and  gibe,  and  laugh,  and  flout ; 
This  among  Hibernian  alFes 
For  Iheer  wit  and  humour  pafTes. 
Thus  indulgent  Chloe,  bit. 
Swears  you  have  a  world  of  wit. 

DEATH    AND    DAPHNE. 

TO     AN     AGREEABLE     YOUNG     LADY,. 
BUT   EXTREMELY    LEAN.       1  73O. 

^E  ATH  went  upon  a  folemn  day 
At  Pluto's  hall  his  court  to  pay : 
The  phantom,  having  humbly  kill 
His  grifly  monarch's  focty  fift, 
Pre.fented  him  the  weekly  bills 
Of  do£lors,  fevers,  plagues,  and  pills. 
Pluto,  obferving  fmce  the  peace 
The  burial-article  decreafe. 
And,  vext  to  fee  affairs  mifcarry, 
Declar'd  in  council,  Death  mull  marry ,' 

Vow^d 


DEATH    AND    DAPHNE,         251 

^''ow'd  he  no  longer  could  fupport 

Old  batchelors  about  his  court ; 

The  interefl  of  his  realm  had  need 

That  Death  Ihould  get  a  numerous  breed ; 

Young  Deathlings,  who,  by  practice  made 

Proficient  in  their  father's  trade. 

With  colonies  might  ftock  around 

His  large  dominions  under  ground. 

A  confult  of  coquettes  below 
Was  call'd,  to  rig  him  cut  a  beau  : 
From  her  own  head  Megsera  takes 
A  periwig  of  twifted  fnakes ; 
Which  in  the  nicell  falhion  curl'd 
(Like  ioupets  of  this  upper  world), 
AVith  flour  of  fulphur  powder'd  well. 
That  graceful  on  his  fhoulders  fell ; 
An  adder  of  the  fable  kind 
In  line  dired  hung  down  behind ; 
The  owl,  the  raven,  and  the  bat, 
Clubb'd  for  a  feather  to  his  hat ; 
His  coat,  an  ufurer's  velvet  pall, 
Bequeath'd  to  Pluto,  corpfe  and  all» 
But,  loth  his  perfon  to  expofe 
Bare,  like  a  carcafe  pickt  by  crows, 
A  lawyer  o'er  his  hands  and  face 
Stuck  artfully  a  parchment-cafe. 
No  new-fiuxt  rake  fhew'd  fairer  ikin  ; 
Nor  Phyllis  after  lying-in. 
With  fnuir  was  fill'd  his  ebon  box 
Of  fliin-bones  rotted  by  the  pox. 

Nine 
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Nine  fpirits  of  blafpheming  fops 

With  aconite  anoint  his  chops ; 

And  give  him  words  of  dreadful  founds, 

G — d  d — n  his  blood  1  and  b — d  and  w— ds  I 

Thus  furnifh'd  out,  he  fent  his  train 
To  take  a  houfe  in  Warwick-lane : 
The  /acuity  t  his  humble  friends, 
A  complimental  meffage  fends : 
Their  prelident  in  fcarlet  gown 
Harangu'd,  and  welcom'd  him  to  towr^ 
^    But  Death  had  bufmefs  to  difpatch ; 
His  mind  was  running  on  his  match. 
And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne's  fame> 
His  majejly  of  terrors  came. 
Fine  as  a  colonel  of  the  guards. 
To  vifit  where  Ihe  fate  at  cards : 
She,  as  he  came  into  the  room. 
Thought  him  Adonis  in  his  bloom. 
And  now  her  heart  with  pleafure  jumps  ; 
She  fcarce  remembers  what  is  trumps ; 
For  fuch  a  fhape  of  fkin  and  bone 
Was  never  feen,  except  her  own  : 
Charm'd  with  his  eyes,  and  chin,  and  fnout> 
Her  pocket-glafs  drew  flily  out ; 
And  grew  enamour'd  with  her  phiz. 
As  juft  the  counterpart  of  his. 
She  darted  many  a  private  glance. 
And  freely  made  the  firfl  advance  ; 
Was  of  her  beauty  grown  fo  vain. 
She  doubted  not  to  win  they'u'^/'/?. 

Nothin 
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Nothing  file  thought  could  fooner  gain  him. 

Than  with  her  wit  to  entertain  him. 

She  alk'd  about  her  friends  below  ; 

This  meagre  fop,  that  batter'd  beau  : 

Whether  fome  late  departed  toads 

Had  got  gallants  among  the  ghofts  ? 

If  Chloe  were  a  iharper  ftill 

As  great  as  ever  at  quadrille  ? 

(The  ladies  there  muft  needs  be  rooks ; 

For  cards,  we  know,  are  Pluto's  books!) 

If  Florimel  had  found  her  love. 

For  whom  Ihe  hang'd  herfelf  above  ? 

How  oft'  a  week  was  kept  a  ball 

By  Proferpine  at  Pluto's  hall  ? 

She  fancied  thofe  Elyfian  Ihades 

The  fvveeteft  place  for  mafquerades : 

How  pleafant,  on  the  banks  of  Styx, 

To  troll  it  in  a  coach  and  fix ! 

What  pride  a  female  heart  inflames ! 
How  endlefs  are  ambition's  aims  1 
Ceafe,  haughty  nymph  ;  the  Fates  decree 
Death  mull  not  be  a  fpoufe  for  thee  : 
For,  when  by  chance  the  meagre  Ihade 
Upon  thy  hand  his  finger  laid. 
Thy  hand  as  dry  and  cold  as  lead. 
His  matrimonial  fpirit  fled ; 
He  felt  about  his  heart  a  damp. 
That  quite  extinguifh'd  Cupid's  lamp  : 
Away  the  frighted  fpei^re  icuds. 
And  leaves  my  lady  in  the  fuds. 

DAPHNE  • 
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DAPHNE  knows,  with  equal  cafe. 
How  to  vex,  and  how  to  pleafe ; 
But  the  folly  of  her  fax 
Makes  her  fole  delight  to  vex. 
Never  woman  more  devis'd 
Surer  ways  to  be  defpis'd  : 
Paradoxes  weakly  wielding. 
Always  conquer'd,  never  yielding. 
To  diipute,  her  chief  delight, 
V'lth  not  one  opinion  right ; 
Thick  her  arguments  Ihe  lays  on. 
And  with  cavils  combats  reafon ; 
Anfwers  in  decinve  way. 
Never  hears  what  you  can  fay  : 
-Still  her  odd  perverfenefs  ihows. 
Chiefly  where  fhe  nothing  knows; 
And,  where  ihe  is  moil  familiar. 
Always  peevilhcr  and  fillier : 
All  her  fpirits  in  a  fiame. 
When  ihe  knows  Ihe  's  mofc  to  blame. 
Send  me  hence  ten  thoufand  miles. 
From  a  face  that  always  fmiles  : 
None  could  ever  aft  that  part. 
But  a  Fury  in  her  heart. 
Ye  who  hate  fuch  inconfiHence, 
To  be  eafy,  keep  your  diilance ; 
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Or  in  folly  flill  befriend  her. 
But  have  no  concern  to  mend  her. 
Lofe  not  time  to  contradidl  her. 
Nor  endeavour  to  convicl  her. 
Never  take  it  in  your  thought. 
That  fhe'll  own,  or  cure  a  fault. 
Into  contradiftion  warm  her ; 
Then,  perhaps,  you  may  reform  her: 
Only  take  tliis  rule  along. 
Always  to  advife  her  wrong  ; 
And  reprove  her  when  (he  's  right ; 
She  may  then  grow  wife  for  fpight. 

No — that  fchemie  will  ne'er  fucceed. 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed : 
She  's  too  cunning,  and  too  fkilful. 
When  to  yield,  and  when  be  wilful. 
Nature  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors. 
One  for  truth,  and  one  for  errors : 
That  looks  hideous,  fierce,  and  frightful  | 
This  is  flattering  and  delightful : 
That  fne  throws  away  as  foul ; 
Sits  by  this,  to  drefs  her  foul. 

Thus  you  have  the  cafe  in  view. 
Daphne,  'twixt  the  Dean  and  you. 
Heaven  forbid  he  fhould  defpife  thee  I 
But  will  never  more  advife  thee. 


THE 
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THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

A    FABLE.     BY    DR.    DELANY.     1730. 

f  —  Quis  iniquas 
*'  Tam  patlens  urbJs,  tarn  ferreus,  ut  teneat  fe  :"' 

jfv; 

IN  ancient  times,  as  bards  indite, 
(If  clerks  have  conn'd  the  records  right) 
A  Peacock  reign'd,  whofe  glorious  fway 
His  fubjedls  with  delight  obey : 
Kis  tail  was  beauteous  to  behold, 
Replete  with  goodly  eyes  and  gold 
(Fair  emblem  of  that  monarch's  guife, 
Whofe  train  at  once  is  rich  and  wife) . 
And  princely  rul'd  he  many  regions. 
And  ftatefmen  wife,  and  valiant  legions* 

A  Pheafant  Lord*,  above  the  refr. 
With  every  grace  and  talent  blefl-. 
Was  fent  to  fv/ay,  with  all  his  fkill. 
The  fceptre  of  a  neighbouring  hillf . 
No  fcience  was  to  him  unknown. 
For  all  the  arts  were  all  his  own : 
In  all  the  living  learned  read, 
Tiiough  more  delighted  with  the  dead : 
For  birds,  if  ancient  tales  be  true. 
Had  then  their  Popes  and  Homers  too, 

*  Lord  Carteret,  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland. 
t  Ireland. 

Could 
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Could  read  and  write  in  profe  and  verfe. 

And  fpeak  iike  ***,  and  build  like  Pearce*. 

He  knew  their  voices,  and  their  wings  ; 

Who  fmootheft  fears,  who  fweeteft  fings; 

Who  toils  with  ill-fledg'd  pens  to  climb, 
•  And  who  attain'd  the  true  fublime: 

Their  merit?  he  could  well  dc^cr/. 

He  had  fo  exquifite  an  e)^e ; 

And  when  that  faii'd,  to  ihew  them  clear. 

He  had  as  exquifite  an  ear. 

It  char.c'd,  as  on  a  day  he  ftray'd. 

Beneath  an  Academic  fhade, 
,HeJ5k'd,  amidil  a  thouland  throats. 

The  wildneii  of  a  Woodlark'sf  notes. 

And  fearch'd,  and  fpy'd,  and  feiz'd  his  game. 

And  took  him  home,  and  made  him  tame; 

Found  him^on  trial  true  and  able. 

So  cheer'd  and  fed  him  at  his  table. 

Here  fome  ihrew'd  critick  finds  I  'm  caught. 

And  cries  out,  *'  Better  fed  than  taught"— 

7  hen  jells  on  game  and  iame,  and  reads 

And  jefcs ;  and  fo  my  tale  proceeds. 
Long  had  he  ftudy'd  in  the  Woad, 

Cohverfing  wltli  the  N'.ire  and  -good ; 

His  foul  with  harmony  infpir'd, 

\Tith  love  of  truth  and  virtue  fir'd  : 
jiis-  Brethren's  good  and  Maker's  praifr 

Were  all  the  ftudy  of  his  lays; 

*    A  famous  moJern  aichitccl. 
t  Dr.  Ddany. 

■y^i^.XLUL  S  Were 
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Were  all  his  fludy  in  retreat. 

And  now  employ 'd  him  with  the  Great. 

His  friendfhip  was  the  fure  refort 

Of  all  the  wretched  at  the  Court ; 

But  chiefly  merit  in  diftrefs 

His  greateft  blslTmg  was  to  blefs. — 

This  fix'd  him  in  his  Patron's  bread. 
But  fir'd  with  envy  all  the  reft : 
I  mean  that  noify  craving  crew. 
Who  round  the  Court  incefTant  flew. 
And  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  dozens. 
To  fill  the  maws  of  fons  and  coufms : 
'*  Unmov'd  their  heart,  and  chill'd  their  blood, 
"  To  every  thought  of  common  good, 
'*  Confining  every  hope  and  care" 
To  their  own  low  contrafted  fphere. 
Thefe  ran  him  down  with  ceafelefs  cry. 
But  found  it  hard  to  tell  you  why. 
Till  his  ovm  worth  and  wit  fupply'd 
Sufficient  matter  to  deride : 
"  'Tis  Envy's  fafeft,  fureft  rule, 
"'. "  To  hide  her  rage  in  ridicule : 
*'  The  vulgar  eye  ftie  beft  beguiles, 
**  When  all  her  fnakes  are  deck'd  with  fmiles;'' 
Sardonic  fmiles,  by  rancour  rais'd! 
*'  Tormented  moft  when  feeming  pleas'd !" 
Their  fpight  had  more  than  half  expir'd. 
Had  he  not  wrote  what  all  admir'd ; 
What  morfels  had  their  malice  wanted, 
put  that  he  built,  and  plann'd,  and  planted  \ 

How 
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How  had  his  fenfe  and  learning  griev'd  them. 
But  that  his  chanty  reliev'd  them! 

"  At  higheft  Worth  dull  Malice  reaches, 
"  As  Hugs  pollute  the  fairell  peaches : 
"  Envy  defames,  as  harpies  vile 
**  Devour  the  food  they  firft  defile." 

Now  alk  the  fruit  of  all  his  favour— 
-"  He  was  not  hitherto  a  faver" — 
What  then  could  make  their  rage  run  mad? 
*'  Why  what  he  i'o/V,  not  what  he  had. 

*'  What  tyrant  e'er  invented  ropes,  ' 

"  Or  racks,  or  rods,  to  punifh  hopes  ? 
'*  Th'  inheritance  of  Hope  and  Fame  ■ ' 

**  Is  feldom  Earthly  Wifdom's  aim; 
**  Or,  if  it  were,  is  not  fo  fmall, 
*'  But  there  is  room  enough  for  all.** 

H  he  but  chance  to  breathe  a  fong 
(He  feldom  fang,  and  never  long) ; 
The  noify,  rude,  malignant  croud. 
Where  it  was  high,  pronounced  it  loud : 
Plain  Truth  was  Pride ;  and  what  was  fiilier,  j 

Eafy  and  Friendly  was  Familiar.  i 

Or,  if  he  tun'd  his  lofty  lays. 
With  folemn  air  to  Virtue's  praife. 
Alike  abufive  and  erroneous. 
They  call'd  it  hoarfe  and  unharmonious : 
Yet  fo  it  was  to  fouls  like  theirs, 
Tunelefs  as  Abel  to  the  Bears ! 

A  Rook*  with  harfh  malignant  caw 
Began,  was  followed  by  a  Dawf 

•  Dr.  T r.  -j-  Right  Hon.  Rich.  Ti'gke. 

S  2  (Thou eh 
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(Though  fome,  who  would  be  thought  to  know. 

Are  pofitive  it  was  a  Crow) ; 
"Jack  Daw  was  feconded  by  Tit, 

Tom  Tit*  cp«ld  write,  and  fo  he  writ; 

A  tribe  of  tunelefs  praters  follo\\'. 

The  Jay,  the 'Magpie,  and  the  Swallow; 

And  twenty  more  their  throats  let  loofe, 
-Down  to  the  witlefs  waddling  Goofe. 

Some  pick'd  at  him,  fome  flew,  fome  fiatter'd. 

Some  hifs'd,  fome  fcream'd,  and  others  mutter'd : 

The  Crow,  on  carrion  wont  to  feaft, 

The  Carrion  Crow  condemn'd  his  taile : 

The  Rook  in.  earneft  too,  not  joking. 

Swore  all  his  fmging  was  but  croaking. 

Some  thought  they  meant  to  fhew  their  wit. 

Might  think  fc  ftiil — *'  but  that  they  writ" — 

Could  it  be  fpight  or  envy? — **  No — 

*'  Who  did  no  ill,  could  have  no  foe." — 
:  So  Wife  Simplicity  efleem'd. 

Quite  otherwife  True  Wifdom  deem'd; 

This  queftion  rightly  underllood, 
\    *'  What  more  provokes  than  doing  goo4? 

**  A  foul  ennobled  and  reiin'd 

"■  Reproaches  every  bafer  mind : 

"As  ftrains  exalted  and  melodious 

•*  Make  every  meaner  mufick  odious." — 
At  length  the  Nightingalef  was  heard, 
'•For  voice  and  wifdom  long  rever'd, 

•  Dr»  Sheridan.  ,•)■  Dean  Swift. 

Efteem'-d 
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Efteem'd  of  all  the  wife  and  good. 

The  Guardian  Genius  of  the  wood : 

He  long  in  difcontent  retir'd. 

Yet  not  tjbfcur'd,  but  more  admir'd; 

His  brethren's  fervile  fouls  difdaining. 

He  liv'd  indignant  and  complaining :  - 

They  now  afrefh  provoke  his  choler 

(It  feems  the  Lark  had  been  his  fcholar, 

A  favourite  fcholar  always  near  him. 

And  oft'  had  wak'd  whole  nights  to  hear  hJm)  : 

Enrag'd  he  canvafles  the  matter, 

Expofes  all  tlieir  fenfelefs  chatter. 

Shews  him  and  them  in  fuch  a  light/ 

As  more  enflames,  yet  quells  their  fpight.- 

They  hear  his  voice,  and  frighted  fiy. 

For  rage  had  rais'd  it  very  high : 

Sham'd  by  the  wifdom  of  his  Notes, 

They  hide  their  heads,  and  hufh  theL"  throatc.. 
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IN  ancietit  times,  the  wife  v/ere  ?io]e. 
In  proper  terms  to  write  a  fable  : 
Their  tales  would  always  juRly  fui;:- 
The  chara(5lers  of  everv  brute. 
The  afs  was  dull,  the  lion  brave, 
Tne  ftag  w&s  fwift,  the  fox  a  knavej 

S3  Tb 
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The  daw  a  thief,  the  ape  a  droll; 

The  hound  would  (cent,  the  wolf  would  prole  j 

A  pigeon  v/ould,  if  fhown  by  iEfop, 

Fly  from  the  hawk,  or  pick  his  peafe  up. 

Far  otherwife  a  great  Divine 

Has  learnt  his  Fables  to  refine : 

He  jumbles  men  and  birds  together. 

As  if  they  all  were  of  a  feather : 

You  fee  him  firft  the  peacock  bring, 

Againll  all  rules,  to  be  a  king; 

That  in  his  tail  he  wore  his  eyes. 

By  which  he  grew  both  rich  and  wife. 

Now^  pray,  obferve  the  Doctor's  choice, 

A  peacock  chofe  for  flight  and  voice  : 

Did  ever  mortal  fee  a  peacock 

Attempt  a  flight  above  a  haycock  ? 

And  for  his  fmging,  Doftor,  you  know, 

Himfelf  complain'd  of  it  to  Juno. 

He  fqualls  in  fuch  a  hellifh  noife. 

It  frightens  all  the  village  boys. 

This  peacock  kept  a  Handing  force. 

In  regiments  of  foot  and  horfe ; 

Had  ftatefmen  too  of  every  kind. 

Who  waited  on  his  eyes  behind 

(And  this  was  thought  the  highell  poll; 

For,  rule  the  rump,  you  rule  the  roaft) . 

The  Dodlor  names  but  one  at  prefent. 

And  he  of  all  birds  was  a  pheafant. 

This  pheafant  was  a  man  of  wit. 

Could  read  all  books  were  ever  writ; 
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And,  when  among  companions  privy. 
Could  quote  you  Cicero  and  Livy. 
Birds,  as  he  fays,  and  I  allow. 
Were  fcholars  then,  as  we  are  now; 
Could  read  all  volumes  up  to  folios. 
And  feed  on  fricaffees  and  olios. 
This  Pheafant,  by  the  Peacock's  will. 
Was  Viceroy  of  a  neighbouring  hill; 
And,  as  he  wander'd  in  his  Park, 
He  chanc'd  to  fpy  a  Clergy  Lark ; 
Was  taken  with  his  perfon  outward. 
So  prettily  he  pick'd  a  covv-t — d : 
Then  in  a  net  the  Pheafant  caught  him. 
And  in  his  palace  fed  and  taught  him. 
The  moral  of  the  Tale  is  pleafant, 
Himfelf  the  lark,  ray  Lord  the  pheafant : 
A  lark  he  is,  and  fuch  a  lark 
As  never  came  from  Noah's  ark :     • 
And  though  he  had  no  other  notion. 
But  building,  planning,  and  devotion; 
Though  'tis  a  maxim  you  mull:  know. 
Who  does  no  ill,  can  have  no  foe ; 
Yet  how  Ihall  I  exprefs  in  words 
The  ftrange  ftupidity  of  birds  ? 
This  Lark  was  hated  in  the  wood, 
Becaufe  he  did  his  brethren  good. 
At  laft  the  Nightingale  comes  in. 
To  hold  the  Dodlor  by  the  chin : 
We  all  can  find  out  what  he  means. 
The  woril  of  difaffeded  Deans ; 

S  4  Whofe 
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Whofe  wit  at  beft  was  next  to  none. 
And  now  that  little  next  is  gone. 
Againfl  the  Court  is  always  blabbing. 
And  calls  the  Senate-houfe  a  Cabin ; 
So  dull,  that,  but  for  fpleen  and  fpite. 
We  ne'er  fhould  know  that  he  could  write  5 
Who  thinks  the  nation  always  err'd, 
Becaufe  himfelf  is  not  preferred: 
His  heart  is  through  his  Libel  feen. 
Nor  could  his  malice  fpare  the  Queen ; 
Who,  had  fhe  known^  his  vile  behaviour. 
Would  ne'er  have  Ihown  him  (o  muchfavour- 
A  noble  Lord*  hath  told  his  pranks. 
And  well  deferves  the  nation's  thanks. 
Oh !  would  the  Senate  deign  to  Ihow 
Reientment  on  this  public  Foe ; 
Our  Nightingale  might  fit  a  cage. 
There  let  him  ftarve,  and  vent  his  ragej 
Or,  would  they  but  in  fetters  bind 
This  enemy  of  human-kind! 
Harmonious.  Cofreef,  fnow  thy  zeal. 
Thy  champion  for  the  common-vveal : 
Nor  on  a  theme  like  this  repine, 
for  once  to  wet  thy  pen  divine  : 
Eeilow  that  Libeler  a  lafh, 
V/ho  daily  vends  feditious  trafh ; 
Who  dares  revile  the  nation's  vvifdom. 
But  in  the  praife  of  virtue  is  dumb : 

*   L.  Allen,  the  hme  who  is  meant  by  Trciulu"-     D.  S» 
f  A  Dublin  Garretteer. 

That 
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That  Scribbler  lafh,  who  neither  knows 

The  turn  of  verfe,  nor  flyle  of  profe ; 

Whofe  malice,  for  the  worll*  of  ends. 

Would  have  us  lofe  our  Engliih  friends  j 

Who  never  had  one  public  thought. 

Nor  ever  gave  the  poor  a  groa:. 

One  clincher  more,  and  I  have  done, 

I  end  my  labours  with  a  pun. 

jove  fend  this  Nightingale  may  fall. 

Who  fpends  his  day  and  Night  in  gall ! 

So,  Nightingale  and  Lark,  adieu ;  -^ 

J  fee  the  greateft  owls  in  you  C 

That  ever  fcreecht,  or  tvtTfeiv.  3 

ON    THE    IRISH    CLUB, 

YE  paltry  underlings  of  {rate  ; 
Ye  fenators,  wlio  love  to  prate  \ 
Ye  rafcals  of  inferior  note. 
Who  for  a  dinner  fell  a  vote ; 
Ye  pack  of  penfionary  peers, 
Whofe  fingers  itch  for  poets'  ears ;  ■ 
Ye  bifhops  far  remov'd  from  faints; 
Why  all  this  rage  ?  Why  thefe  complaints  / 
Why  againft  printers  all  this  noife  ? 
This  fummonino;  of  blackguard  bovs  ? 
-Why  fo  fagacious  in  your  gueiles  ? 
Your  efs,  and  t£2s,  and  arrs,  and  ejjes  ? 

♦  See  anew  fong  on  a  fedltious  pamphlet,  vol.  XLII,  p.    -oo. 

Take 
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Take  my  advice  ;  to  make  you  fafe, 
I  know  a  fhorter  way  by  half. 
The  point  is  plain :  remove  the  caufe ; 
Defend  your  liberties  and  laws. 
Be  fom.etimes  to  your  country  true. 
Have  once  the  public  good  in  view  : 
Bravely  defpife  Champagne  at  Court, 
And  chufe  to  dine  at  home  with  Port  : 
Let  Prelates,  by  their  good  behaviour. 
Convince  us  they  believe  a  Saviour ; 
Nor  fell  what  they  fo  dearly  bought. 
This  country,  now  their  own,  for  nought. 
Ne'er  did  a  true  fatiric  Mufe 
Virtue  or  Innocence  abufe  ; 
And  'tis  againft  poetic  rules 
To  rail  at  men  by  nature  fools : 

THE    PROGRESS    OF    MARRIAGE*- 

/rpTATIS  SU^  fifty-t\vo, 
jL  fc  /  A  rich  Divine*  began  to  woo 
A  handfome,  young,  imperious  girl. 
Nearly  related  to  an  Earl. 
Her  parents  and  her  friends  confent. 
The  couple  to  the  temple  went  : 
They  firll  invite  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
'Twas  anfwer'd,  "  She  would  not  be  feen  :" 

♦  The  date  and  hereof  this  poem  are  unknownt     N, 

The 
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The  Graces  next,  and  all  the  Mufes> 
Were  bid  in  form,  but  fent  excufes. 
Juno  attended  at  the  porch. 
With  farthing- candle  for  a  torch  ; 
While  miftrefs  Iris  held  her  train. 
The  faded  bow  diftilling  rain. 
Then  Hebe  came,  and  took  her  place. 
But  fhew'd  no  more  than  half  her  face. 

Whatever  thofe  dire  forebodings  meant^ 
In  mirth  the  wedding-day  was  fpent ; 
The  wedding-day,  you  take  me  right, 
I  promife  nothing  for  the  night. 
The  Bridegroom,  dreft  to  make  a  figure, 
AlTumes  an  artificial  vigour ; 
A  flourilh'd  night-cap  on,  to  grace 
His  ruddy,  wrinkled,  fmiling  face  ; 
Like  the  faint  red  upon  a  pippin,  | 

Half  wither'd  by  a  winter's  keeping. 

And  thus  fet  out  this  happy  pair. 
The  Swain  is  rich,  the  Nymph  is  fair  : 
But,  what  I  gladly  would  forget. 
The  Swain  is  old,  the  Nymph  coquette* 
Both  from  the  goal  together  ftart. 
Scarce  run  a  Hep  before  they  part ; 
No  common  ligament  that  binds 
The  various  textures  of  their  minds ; 
Their  thoughts  and  actions,  hopes  and  fears^ 
Lefs  correfponding  than  their  years. 
Her  fpoufe  defires  his  coffee  foon. 
She  rifes  to  her  tea  at  noon. 

While 
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WHile  he  goes  out  to  cheapen  books. 
She  at  her  gUfs  confults  her  looks; 
While  Betty  's  buzzing  in  her  ear. 
Lord,  what  a  dref^  thefe  parfons  wear ! 
So  odd  a  choice  how  could  fne  make ! 
Wilh'd  him  a  colonel  for  her  fake. 
Then,  on  htr  fingers'  ends,  Ihe  countS;, 
Exacl,  to  what  his  age  amounts. 
The  Dean,  fhe  heard'her  uncle  fay. 
Is  fixty,  if  he  be  a  day ; 
His  ruddy  cheeks  are  no  difguifc ; 
You  fee  the  crows-feet  round  his  eyes. 

At  one  fhe  rambles  to  the  fhops. 
To  cheapen  tea,  and  talk  with  fops  ; 
Gr  calls  a  council  of  her  maids. 
And  tradefmen,  to  compare  brocades. 
Her  weighty  morning-bufmcfs  o'er. 
Sits  down  to  dinner  jufl  at  four  ; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  done  or  faid. 
Her  evenitig-work  fo  fills  her  head. 
The  Dean,  who  us'd  to  dine  at  one> 
Is  maukifii,  and  his  ftomach  gone  ; 
In  thread-bare  gown,  \'.-ould  fcarcc  a  loufe  hold^ 
Looks  like  the  chaplam  of  his  houlhold  ; 
Beholds  her,  from  the  chaplain's  place. 
In  French  brocades,  and  Flanders  lace : 
He  \Vonders  what  employs  her  brain. 
But  never  aiks,  oraflc's  in  vain  ; 
His  mind  is  full  -of  other  cares. 
And,  in  the  fneaking'parfbn's  airs. 

Computes, 
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Computes,  that  half  a  parilh  dues 
Will  hardly  find  his  wife,  in  ihoes. 

Canfl:  thou  imagine,  dull  Divine, 
'Twill  gain  her  love,  to  make  her  fine? 
Hath  fhe  no  other  wants  befide? 
You  raife  defire,  as  well  as  pride. 
Enticing  coxcombs  to  adore. 
And  teach  her  to  defpife  thee  more. 

If  in  her  coach  fhe  '11  condefcend 
To  place  him  at  the  hinder  end. 
Her  hoop  is  hoill  above  his  nofe. 
His  odious  gown  would  foil  her  cloaths; 
And  drops  him  at  the  church,  to  pray. 
While  fhe  drives  on  to  fee  thz  play. 
He,  like  an  orderly  Divine, 
Comes  home  a  quarter  after  nine. 
And  meets  her  hafling  to  the  bali : 
Her  chairmen  pulh  him  from  the  wall* 
He  enters  in,  and  walks  up  ftairs. 
And  calls  the  family  to  prayers ; 
Then  goes  alone  to  take  his  reft 
In  bed,  where  he  can  fpare  her  bed. 
At  five  the  footmen  make  a  din. 
Her  Ladyfhip  is  jufl  come  in ; 
The  mafguerade  began  at  two. 
She  ftole  away  with  much  ado ; 
And  fhall  be  chid  this  afternoon. 
For  leaving  company  fo  foon  : 
She  '11  fay,  and  fhe  may  truly  (ay  't^ 
She  can't  abide  to  flay  oui  late. 
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But  now,  though  fcarce  a  twelvemonth  marry'd. 
Poor  Lady  Jane  has  thrice  mifcarry'd  : 
The  caufe,  alas,  is  quickly  gueft ; 
The  town  has  whifper'd  round  the  jell. 
Think  on  fome  remedy  in  time. 
You  find  his  Reverence  paft  his  prime. 
Already  dwindled  to  a  lath ; 
No  other  v/ay  but  try  the  Bath. 

For  Venus,  rifing  from  the  ocean, 
Infus'd  a  llrong  prolific  potion. 
That  mix'd  with  Acheloiis'  Tpring, 
The  horned  flood,  as  poets  fmg. 
Who,  with  an  Englifh  beauty  fmitten. 
Ran  under-ground  from  Greece  to  Britain ; 
The  genial  virtue  with  him  brought, 
And  gave  the  Nymph  a  plenteous  draught; 
Then  fled,  and  left  his  horn  behind. 
For  hufl^ands  paft  their  youth  to  find  : 
The  Nymph,  who  ftill  with  paffion  bum'd. 
Was  to  a  boiling  fountain  turned. 
Where  childlefs  wives  croud  every  morn. 
To  drink  in  Acheloiis'  horn. 
And  here  the  father  often  gains 
That  title  by  another's  pains. 

Hither,  though  much  againft  the  grain. 
The  Dean  has  carry'd  Lady  Jane. 
He,  for  a  while,  would  not  confent. 
But  vow'd  his  money  all  was  fpent : 
His  money  fpent !  a  clownilli  rcafon  ! 
And  niuft  my  Lady  flip  her  feafon  } 

The 
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The  Doftor,  with  a  double  fee. 
Was  brib'd  to  make  the  Dean  agree. 

Here  all  diverfions  of  the  place 
Are  proper  in  my  Lady's  cafe  : 
With  which  ihe  patiently  complies. 
Merely  becaufe  her  friends  advife ; 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  mufick,  raffling-rooms,  and  toys ; 
Or  in  the  Crcfs-bath  feeks  an  heir. 
Since  others  oft'  have  found  one  there  : 
Where  if  the  Dean  by  chance  appears. 
It  fhames  his  cafTock  and  his  years. 
He  keeps  his  diftance  in  the  gallery. 
Till  banifh'd  by  fome  coxcomb's  raillery ; 
Por  'twould  his  chara<5ler  expofe. 
To  bathe  among  the  belles  and  beaux. 

So  have  I  feen,  within  a  pen. 
Young  ducklings  foiler'd  by  a  hen ; 
But,  when  let  out,  they  run  and  muddle. 
As  inllind  leads  them,  in  a  puddle : 
The  fober  hen,  not  born  to  fvvim. 
With  mournful  note  clucks  round  the  brim. 

The  Dean,  with  all  his  bell  endeavour. 
Gets  not  an  heir,  but  gets  a  fever. 
A  vi(5lim  to  the  laft  eiTays 
Of  vigour  in  declining  days. 
He  dies,  and  leaves  his  mourning  mate 
(What  could  he  lefs?)  his  whole  ellate. 

The  widow  goes  through  all  her  forms  J 
;New  lovers  now  will  come  in  fwarms. 

On, 
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Oh,  may  I  fee  her  foon  difpenfing 
Her  favours  to  fome  broken  enfign  I 
Him  let  her  marry,  for  his  face. 

And  only  coat  of  tarnifh'd  lace ; 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  doors. 
And  fpend  her  jointure  on  his  whores.; 
But,  for  a  parting  prefent,  leave  her 
A  rooted  pox-  to  lad  for  ever  ! 

AN   EXCELLENT   NEW   BALLAD; 

OR,    THE 

TRUE      ENGLISH      DEAK» 

TO    EE     HANGED     FOR     A     RAPE.    I73O. 

L 

OUR  brethren  of  England,  who  love  us  fo  dear. 
And  in  all  they  do  for  us  fo  kindly  do  mean, 
( A  blefiing  upon  them ! )  have  fent  us  this  year. 

For  the  gt»od  of  our  church,  a  true  Englifh  Dean. 
A  holier  prieft  ne'er  was  wrapt  up  in  crape ; 
The  worlt  you  can  fay,  he  committed  a  rape. 

IL 

In  his  journey  to  Dublin,  he  lighted  at  Cheller, 
And  there  he  grew  fond  of  another  man's  wife  ; 

Burft  into  her  chamber,  and  would  have  carefs'd  her; 
But  (lie  valued  her  honour  much  more  than  her  life. 
-  She  buftled  and  fcruggled,  and  made  her  efcape 

To  a  room  full  of  gueib,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 

•  Sawbridge,  Dcaa  of  Fernw.     F. 

IIL  The 
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III. 

The  Dean  he  purfued,  to  recover  his  game ; 

And  now  to  attack  her  again  he  prepares : 
But  the  company  flood  in  defence  of  the  dame, 

Theycudgel'd,  and  cufF'dhim,  and  kick'd  liim  down 
flairs. 
His  Deanfhip  was  now  in  a  damnable  fcrape. 
And  this  was  no  time  for  committing  a  rape, 

IV. 
To  Dublin  he  comes,  to  the  bagnio  he  goes. 

And  orders  the  landlord  to  bring  him  a  whore ; 
No  fcruple  came  on  him,  his  gown  to  expofe, 

'Twas  what  all  his  life  he  had  pradlis'd  before. 
He  had  made  himfelf  drunk  with  the  juice  of  the  grape. 
And  got  a  good  clap,  but  committed  no  rape. 

V. 
The  Dean,  and  his  landlord  a  jolly  comrade, 

Refolv'd  for  a  fortnight  to  fwim  in  delight; 
For  why,  they  had  both-been  brought  up  to  the  trade 

Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whoring  all  night. 
His  landlord  was  ready  his  Deanfhip  to  ape 
In  every  debauch  but  committing  a  rape, 

VI. 
This  Proteilant  zealot,  this  Englifh  divine. 

In  church  and  in  ftate  was  of  principles  found ; 
Was  truer  than  Steele  to  tlie  Hanover  line. 

And  griev'd  that  a  Tory  fhould  live  above  ground. 
Shall  a  fubjc£l  fo  loyal  be  hang'd  by  the  nape. 
For  no  atlier  crime  but  committing  a  rape  ? 

Vol.  Xmr,  T    .  VII.  By 
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VII. 

By  old  Popifh  canons,  as  wife  men  have  penn'd  'em. 
Each  prieft  had  a  concxibine.  Jure  eccleji^s-^ 

Who  'd  be  Dean  of  Femes  without  a  commendam? 
And  precedents  we  can  produce,  if  it  pleafe  ye: 

Then  why  ihould  the  Dean,  when  whores  are  fo  cheap. 

Be  put  to  the  peril  and  toil  of  a  rape? 

vm. 

If  fortune  fhould  pleafe  but  to  take  fuch  a  crotchet 

(To  thee  I  apply,  great  Smedley's  fucceffor) 
To  give  thee  laivnjlee^oesy  a  mitre ^  and  rochet. 

Whom  wouldft  thou  refemble  ?  I  leave  thee  a  guelTerc 
But  lonly  behold  thee  in  Atherton's*  ihape, 
.YQtJ'odomy  hang'd^  as  thou  for  a  rape. 

IX. 
Ah !  doil  thou  not  envy  the  brave  colonel  Chartres, 

Condemn'd  for  thy  crime  at  threefcore-and-ten  ? 
To  hang  him,  all  England  would  lend  him  their  garters  j 

Yet  he  lives,  and  i j  ready  to  ravifh  again. 
Then  throttle  thyfelf  with  an  ell  of  fbong  tape. 
For  thou  haft  not  a  groat  to  atone  for  a  rape. 

X. 

The  Dean  he  was  vex'd  that  his  whores  were  fo  wUling : 
He  long'd  for  a  girl  that  would  ftruggle  and  fquall; 

He  ravi(h'd  her  fairly,  and  fav'd  a.good  Ihilling; 
But  here  was  to  pay  the  devil  and  all. 

Kis  trouble  and  forrows  now  come  in  a  heap. 

And  hang'd  he  muft  be  for  committing  a  rape. 

•  •  A  biihop  of  Watcrf;>rd,  of  infamous  character*     N. 

XL   If 
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XI. 

If  maidens  are  ravifh'd,  it  is  their  own  choice: 
Why  are  they  fo  wilfal  to  ftruggle  with  men  ? 

If  they  would  but  lie  quiet,  and  ftifle  their  voice. 
No  Devil  or  Dean  could  ravifh  them  then  : 

Nor  would  there  be  need  of  a  flrong  hempen  cape 

Ty'd  round  the  Dean's  neck  for  committing  a  rape. 

XII. 
Our  Church  and  our  State  dear  England  maintains. 

For  which  all  true  Proteftant  hearts  Ihould  be  glad : 
She  fends  us  our  Biihops,  and  Judges,  and  Deans; 

And  better  would  give  us,  if  better  Ciie  had. 
But,  lord  1  how  the  rabble  will  ftare,  and  will  gape; 
When  the  good'Englilh  Dean  is  hang'd  up  for  a  rape  I 

ON      STEPHEN     DUCK, 

THE  THRESHER  AND   FAVOURITE  POET. 

A     Oy  1:3  B  L  I  N  G     E  P  I  G  R  A  M.     1730. 

THE  thVefher  Duck  cculd  o'er  ths  Queen  prevail  ; 
The  proverb  fays,  no  fence  agalnji  a  fiat! , 
From  threjhing  corn  he  turns  to  threjh  his  brains ;   '■■ 
For  wliich  her  Majefiy  allows  him  grains » 
Though  'tis  confeft,  that  thofe  who  ever  law 
His  poem?,  think  them  all  not  worth  -z.jlra^jj! 

Thrice  happy  Duck,  employ'dinthrefhingyfw^//!?.' 
Thy  toll  i«  lelTen'd,  and  thy  profits  double.  .   - 

T  z  THE 
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THE  LADY'S  DRESSING-ROOM.  1730. 

FIVE  hours  (and  who  can  do  it  lefs  in  ?) 
By  haughty  Caelia  fpent  in  drefling; 
The  Goddefs  from  her  chamber  iffaes. 
Array 'd  in  lace,  brocades,  and  tiiTues. 
Strephon  who  found  the  room  was  void. 
And  Bett}'  otherwife  employ'd. 
Stole  in,  and  took  a  flricl  furvey 
Of  all  the  litter  as  it  lay : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matter  clear. 
An  in'ventcry  follows  here. 

And,  firil,  a  dirty  fmock  appear'd. 
Beneath  the  arm-pits  well  befmear'd; 
Strephon,  the  rogue,  difplay'd  it  wide. 
And  tum'd  it  round  on  every  fide : 
In  fuch  a  cafe,  few  words  are  bell. 
And  Strephon  bids  us  guefs  the  reft; 
But  fwears,  how  damnably  the  men  lie 
In  calling  Caelia  fweet  and  cleanly. 

Now  liften,  while  he  next  produces 
The  various  combs  for  various  ufes; 
Flll'd-up  with  dirt  fo  clofely  iixt. 
No  brufh  could  force  a  way  betwixt ; 
A  pafte  of  compofition  rare. 
Sweat,  dandrift,  powder,  lead,  and  hair, 
A  forehead-cloth  with  oil  upon  't. 
To  fmooth  the  v-Tinides  on  her  front : 

Here 
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Here  alum- flower,  to  (lop  the  fleams 

Exhal'd  from  four  unfavory  llrcams ; 

There  night-gloves  made  of  Tripfey's  liide, 

Eequeath'd  by  Tripfey  when  ihc  diedj 

With  puppy-water,  beauty's  help, 

Diftill'd  from  Tripfey's  darling  whelp. 

Here  gallipots  and  vials  plac'd. 

Some  fill'd  with  waflies,  ferns  v/ith  pafte ; 

Some  with  pomatums,  paints,  and  flops. 

And  ointments  good  for  fcabby  chops. 

Hard-by  a  filthy  bafon  fliands, 

Foul'd  with  the  fcouring  of  her  hands  ; 

The  bafon  takes  whatever  comes. 

The  fcrapings  from  her  teeth  and  gums, 

A  nafly  compound  of  all  hues. 

For  here  ftie  fpits,  and  here  flie  fpues. 

But,  oh !  it  tum'd  poor  Strephon's  bowel-:. 
When  he  beheld  and  fmelt  the  towels, 
Eegumm.'d,  bematter'd,  and  beflim'd. 
With  dirt,  and  fweat,  and  ear-wax  grim'd; 
No  cbjecl  Strephon's  eye  efcapes ; 
Here  petticoats  in  frowzy  heaps ; 
Nor  be  the  handkerchiefs  forgot^ 
All  varnifli'd  o'er  with  fnufr  and  f.iot. 
The  flcckings  why  fliould  I  expofs, 
Stain'd  with  the  moifrure  of  her  toes; 
Or  greafy  coifs,  or  pinners  reeking. 
Which  Cslia  flept  at  leail  a  week  in  ? 
A  pair  of  tweezers  next  he  found. 
To  pluck  her  brows  in  arches  round; 

T  3  Or 
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Or  hairs  that  fmk  the  forehead  low. 
Or  on  her  chin  like  bridles  grow. 

Th&  virtues  we  muft  not  let  pafs 
Of  Cslla's  magnifying-glafs; 
When  frighted  Strephon  call  his  eye  on  't. 
It  fhew'd  the  vifage  of  a  giant : 
A  ghfs  that  can  to  fight  difclofe 
The  fmalleft  worm  in  Caelia's  nofe. 
And  faithfully  direft  her  nail 
To  fquecze  it  out  from  head  to  tail; 
For,  catch  it  nicely  by  the  head. 
It  muft  come  out,  alive  or  dead. 

Why,  Strephon,  will  you  tell  the  reft  ? 
And  muft  you  needs  defcribe  the  cheft  ? 
That  carelefs  wench !  no  creature  warn  her 
To  move  it  out  from  yonder  corner  1 
But  leave  it  ftanding  full  in  fight. 
For  you  to  exercife  your  fpite  ? 
In  vain  the  workman  ihew'd  his  wit, 
Wiih  rings  and  hinges  counterfeit. 
To  make  it  ieem  in  this  difguife 
A  cabinet  to  vulgar  eyes. 
Which  Strephen  ventured  to  look  in, 
Refolv'd  to  go  through  thick  and  thin. 
He  lifts  the  lid :  there  needs  no  more. 
He  fmelt  it  all  the  time  before. 

As,  from  within  Pandora's  box. 
When  Epimetheus  op'd  the  lock?, 
A  fudden  univerfal  crew 
Of  human  cvUs  upward  fiCH% 


He 
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He  ftill  was  comforted  to  £nd 
That  hope  at  laft  remain 'd  behind; 
So  Strephon  lifting  up  the  lid. 
To  view  what  in  the  cheft  was  hid,  ~ 
The  vapours  flew  from  out  the  vent : 
But  Strephon,  cautious,  never  meant 
The  bottom  of  the  pen  to  grope. 
And  foul  his  hands  in  fearch  oUjope. 

Oh !  ne'er  may  fuch  a  vile  machine 
Be  once  in  Gallia's  chamber  feen ! 
Oh!  may  fhe  better  learn  to  keep 
ThOiC /ecrets  of  the.  hoary  deep  !  * 

As  mutton-cutlets,  f /■;•;>;£•  of  meat. 
Which  though  with  art  you  fait  and  beat. 
As  laws  of  cookery^  require. 
And  roail  them  at  the  clearefl:  nre ; 
If  from  adown  the  hopeful  chops 
The  fat  upon  a  cinder  drops. 
To  {linking  fmoke-it  turns  the. flame, 
Poifoning  the  flefli  fii-om  whence  it  came. 
And  up  exhales. a  greafy  flench. 
For  which  you  curfe  the  carelefs  wencli : 
So  things  wiiich  muft  not  be  exprefl:, 
V^b.ixi  plumpt  into  the  reeking  chefl. 
Send  up  an  excremental  fmeil 
To  taint  the  pai-ts  from  whence  clie;-  f  !'  ■ 
The  petticoats  and  gown  perfume. 
And  waft  a  ftink  round  every  room. 

*  M'l<:on.  f   Prima  viroruiti. 

T  4.  Thus 
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Thus  finiiulng  his  grand  furvev. 
The  Avain  difgafled  flunk  away  ; 
Repeating  in  his  amorous  fits, 
*'  Oh!  Ca:lia,  CViia,  C:elia  m— !" 
But  Vengeance,  goddefs  never  fleeping* 
Scon  punilli'd  Strephon  for  his  peeping :: 
His  foul  imagination  links 
Each  dame  he  fees  with  all  her  IHnks;: 
And,  if  unfavory  odours  fly. 
Conceives  a  lady  {landing  by. 
All  women  his  defcription  fits. 
And  both  ideas  jump  like  wits ; 
By  vicious  fancy  coupled  faft, 
Arid  ftill  appearing  in  controft. 

I  pity  wretclied  Strephon,  blir.d 
To  all  the  charms  of  woman-k:nc!. 
Should  I  the  Queen  of  Love  refaf:;, 
Bscauie  Ihe  rofe  from  fiinking  ooze  ? 
To  iiim  that  looks  behir^  the  fcene, 
Statira  's  but  fome  pocky  quean. 

When  Csslia  all  her  glory  fhows, 
\i  Strephon  would  but  flop  his  nofe, 
^vho  now  fo  impioufly  blnfphemes 
Her  ointments,  daubs,  and  ppiiits,  and  cream\ 
Her  wafhes,  flops,  and  every  clout, 
With  wliich  he  makes  fo  fo'il  a  rout ; 
He  foon  would  learn  to  think  like  me. 
And  blefs  his  ravilh'd  eyes  to  fee 
vSuch  order  from  confufiO!i  fpiung, 
Sach  gaudy  tulips  rai^'d  from  dung, 

THE 
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THE    POWER    OF    TIME.     1730, 

IF  neither  brafs  nor  marble  can  withftand 
The  mortal  force  of  Time's  deftruftive  hand; 
If  mountains  fmk  to  vales,  if  cities  die. 
And  lelTening  rivers  mourn  their  fountains  dry : 
When  my  old  cafTock  (faid  a  Welfh  divine) 
Is  out  at  elbows ;  why  fhould  I  repine  ? 

ON    MR.     PULTENEY'S 
3EING  PUT  OUT  OF  THE  COUNCIL.    1731. 

SIR  Robert,  weary'd  by  Will  Pulteney's  teafmgs. 
Who  interrupted  him  in  all  his  leafmgs, 
Refolv'd  that  Will  and  he  fhould  meet  no  more : 
Full  in  his  face  Bob  fnuts  the  councii-door; 
Nor  lets  him  fit  as  juftice  on  the  bench. 
To  puniili  thieves,  or  lafh  a  fuburb-wench. 
Yet  tlill  St.  Stephen's  chapel  open  lies 
For  WilT  to  enter. — What  fhall  I  advife  ? 
Ev'n  quit  the  House,  for  tliou  too  long  haft  fat  in  *t| 
Produce  at  laft  thy  dormant  ducal  patent ; 
There,  near  thy  mafter's  throne  in  fnelter  plac'd. 
Let  Will  unheard  by  thee  his  thunder  wafte. 
Yet  ftill  I  fear  your  work  is  done  but  half; 
For,  while  he  keeps  his  pen,  you  are  not  fafe. 

Hear  an  old  fable,  and  a  dull  one  too ; 
It  bears  a  moral,  when  apply'd  to  you. 

A  hare  had  long  efcap'd  purfuing  hounds. 
By  often  fhifting  into  diilant  grounds ; 

Tilii 
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Till,  finding  all  his  artlEces  vain. 
To  lave  his  life  he  leap'd  into  the  main. 
But  there,  alas !  he  could  no  fafety  find, 
A  pack  oidog-jijh  had  him  in  the  wind. 
He  fcours  away;  and,  to  avoid  the  foe, 
Defcends  for  fhelter  to  the  fhades  below  : 
There  Cerberus  lay  watching  in  his  den 
(He  had  not  feen  a  hare  the  lord  knows  when). 
Out  bounc'd  the  mailiff  of  the  triple  head ; 
Away  the  hare  with  double  fwiftnefs  fled; 
Hunted  from  earth,  and  fea,  and  hell,  he  flies 
(Fear  lent  him  wings)  for  fafety  to  the  ikies. 
How  was  the  fearful  animal  diftreft ! 
Behold  a  iot  more  fierce  than  all  the  refl:! 
Sirius,  the  {^;^ifteft  of  the  heavenly  pack, 
Faird  but  an  inch  to  feize  him  by  the  back. 
He  fled  to  earth,  but  firil  it  coil  liim  dear : 
He  left  his  fcut  behind,  and  half  an  ear. 

Thus  was  the  hare  purfued,  though  free  from  guilt; 
Thus,  Bob,  fhalt  thou  be  maul'd,  fly  where  thou  wilt. 
Then,  honeR  Robin,  of  thy  corpfe  beware ; 
Thou  art  not  half  fo  nimble  as  a  hare  : 
Too  ponderous  is  thy  bulk  to  mount  the  friy ; 
Nor  can  yo  go  to  helly  before  you  die. 
So  keen  thy  hunters,  and  thy  fcetit  fo  (Irong, 
Thy  turns  and  doublings  cannot  fa\'e  thee  long*. 

*  This  hunting  ended  in  the  promotion  bo:h  of  Will  and  Bob* 
Bob  was  no  longer  firft  minilhr,  but  Earl  jr  Oitord  j  and  Will 
was  no  longer  his  opponent,  but  Earl  of  Eath.     H. 

EPITAPH 


L    283    ] 


EPITAPH 

O  N 

FREDERICK  DUKE  OF  SCHOMBERG^ 

Hie  infra  fitam  eft  corpus 
FREDERICI  DUCIS  DE  SCHCMBERG, 

ad  BUDINDAM  occifi,  A.  D.  1690. 

DECANUS    et   CAPITULUM    maximopere   euam 

atque  etiam  petierunt, 

Ut  H7EREDES  DUCIS  monumentum 

In  memoriam  PARENTIS  erigendum  curarent; 

Sed  poftquam  per  epiftolas,  per  amicos, 

diu  ac  faepe  orando  nil  profecere ; 

Hunc  demum  lapidem  ipn  ftatuerimt, 

t  Saltern  ut  fcias,  hofpes, 

Ubinam  terrarum  SCONBERGENSES  cineres 

deiitefcunt. 

"  Plus  potuit  fama  virtuds  apud  alienos, 

*'  Quam  fanguinis  proximitas  apud  fuos." 

A.  D.     i7^.i. 


*  The  duke  was  unhappily  killed,  in  crofTing  the  river  Boyne, 
July  I,  1690J  and  was  buried  in  St.  Patrick's  cathedralj  where 
the  dean  and  chapter  erefted  a  fmall  monument  to  his  honour, 
at  their  own  expence. 

f  The  words  that  Dr.  Swift  firft  concluded  the  epitaph  with, 
wore  "Saltern  ut  fciat  viator  indignabundus,  quail  in  cellula  tanti 
duftoris  cineres  delitelcunt." 

CAS  SIN  US 
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CASSINUS      AND     PETER. 
A    TRAGICAL     ELEGY.     1731. 

TWO  college  fophs  of  Cambridge  growth. 
Both  fpecial  wits,  and  lovers  both. 
Conferring,  as  they  us'd  to  meet. 
On  love,  and  books,  in  rapture  fweet 
(Mufe,  find  me  names  to  fit  my  metre, 
CalTmus  this,  and  t'  other  Peter) ; 
Friend  Peter  to  CaiTinus  goes, 
To  chat  a  while,  and  warm  his  nofe :  -- 
But  fuch  a  light  was  never  feen. 
The  lad  lay  fwallow'd  up  in  fpleen. 
He  feem'd  as  juft  crept  out  of  bed ; 
One  greafy  flocking  round  his  head,  . 
The  other  he  fat  down  to  dearn 
With  threads  of  ditTerent-cclour'd  yarn,  . 
His  breeches  torn  expofmg  wide 
A  ragged  Ihirt  and  tawny  hide. 
Scorch'd  were  his  ihins,  his  legs  were  b?.re,. 
But  w^ell  embrown'd  v/itli  dirt  and  hair. 
A  rug  was  o'er  his  fnoulders  thrown 
(A  rug;  for  night-gown  he  had  none),  . 
His  Jordan  flood  in  manner  fitting 
Between  his  legs  to  fpew  or  fpit  in; 
His  ancient  pipe,  in  fable  dy'd, 
Aad  half  unfmok'd,  lav  by  his  fide. 

Him 
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'  Him  thus  accoutred  Peter  found. 
With  eyes  in  fmoke  and  weeping  drown'd ; 
The  leavings  of  his  laft  night's  pot 
On  embers  plac'd,  to  drink  it  hot. 

Vv^hy,  CafTy,  thou  wilt  doze  thy  pate : 
What  makes  thee  lie  a-bed  fo  late  ? 
The  finch,  the  linnet,  and  the  thrufh. 
Their  mattins  chant  in  every  bufh : 
And  I  have  heard  thee  oft'  falute 
Aurora  with  thy  early  fmte. 
Heaven  fend  thou  halt  not  got  the  hyps ! 
How !  not  a  word  come  from  thy  lips  ? 

Then  gave  him  fome  famJliar  thumps ; 
A  college-joke,  to  cure  the  dumps. 

The  fwain  at  laft,  with  grief  opprefr, 
Cry'd,  Caelia !  thrice,  and  figh'd  the  rert. 

Dear  CafTy,  though  to  afk  I  dread. 
Yet  aik  I  mufl.     Is  C^lia  dead? 

How  happy  I,  were  that  the  worfl ! 
-  But  I  was  fated  to  be  curft. 

Come,  tell  us,  has  fhe  playM  the  whore? 

Oh,  Peter,  would  it  were  ro  more ! 

Why,  plague  confound  her  fandy  locks ! 
Say,  has  the  fmall  or  greater  pox 
Sunk,  down  her  nofe,  or  feam'd  her  face  ? 
Be  eafy,  'tis  a  common  cafe. 

Oh,  Peter !  beauty's  but  a  varnifh. 
Which  time  and  accidents  will  tarniih  i 
But  Cselia  has  contriv'd  to  blaft 
Thofe  beauties  that  might  ever  laft. 

Nor 
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Nor  can  imagination  guefs, 
Ncr  eloquence  divine  exprefs. 
How  that  ungrateful  charming  maid 
My  pureft  palTion  has  betray 'd. 
Conceive  '•he  mofl  envenom'd  dart 
To  pierce  an  injur 'd.  lover's  heart. 

Why,  hang  her;  though  fhe  Teems  To  coy, 
I  know  (he  loves  the  barber's  boy. 

Friend  Peter,  this  I  could  excufe; 
For  every  nymph  has  leave  to  chufe ; 
Nor  have  I  reafon  to  complain. 
She  loves  a  more  deferving  fwain. 
But,  oh !  how  ill  haft  thou  divin'd 
A  crime  that  (hocks  all  human-kind; 
A  deed  unknown  to  female  race. 
At  which  .the  fun  fhould  hide  his  face  ! 
Advice  in  vain  you  would  apply —  • 
Then  leave  me  to  defpair  and  die. 
Ye  kind  Arcadians,  on  my  urn 
Thefe  elegies  and  fonnets  burn ; 
And  on  the  marble  grave  thefe  rhymes, 
A  monument  to  after-times : 
"  HcreCalTy  lies,  by  Czelia  {lain, 
**  And  dying  never  toli  his  pain." 

Vain  empty  world,  farewell.     Biit  hark,-, 
The  loud  Cerberian  triple  bark. 
And  there — behold  Aleclo  Hand, 
A  whip  of  fcorpions  in  her  hand. 
Lo,  Charon  from  his  leaky  wherry 
Beckoning  to  waft  me  o'er  the  ferry. 
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I  come,  I  come,  Medufa  1  fee, 
Herferpents  hifs  direft  at  me. 
Begone ;  mihand  me,  hellilh  fry : 
"  *Avaunt — ye  cannot  fay  'tis  I.'* 

Dear  Caffy,  thou  muft  purge  and  bleed  5 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeed. 
But  now,  by  friendfhip's  facred  laws, 
I  here  conjure  thee,  tell  the  caufe; 
Arid  CasHa's  horrid  faft  relate : 
Thy  friend  would  gladly  (hare  thy  fate. 

To  force  it  out,  my  heart  muil:  rend : 
Yet  when  conjur'd  by  fuch  a  friend — 
Think,  Peter,  how  my  foul  is  rackt ! 
Thefs  eyes,  thefe  eyes,  beheld  the  fadl. 
Now  bend  thine  ear,  fmce  out  it  muft; 
But  when  thou  feeft  me  laid  in  duft. 
The  fecret  thou  fnalt  ne'er  impart. 
Not  to  the  nymph  that  keeps  thy  heart ; 
(How  would  her  virgin  foul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  all  her  fex  unknown !) 
Nor  whifper.  to  the  tattling  reeds 
The  blackeft  of  all  female  deeds ; 
Nor  blab  it  on  the  lonely  rocks. 
Where  Echo  fits,  and  lillening  mock*; 
Nor  let  the  Zephyrs'  treacherous  gale 
Through  Cambridge  waft  the  direful  tale; 
Nor  to  the  chattering  feathet'd  race 
Difcover  Cselia's  foul  difgrace. 


See  Macbeth. 
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But,  if  you  fail,  my  fpeftre  dread. 
Attending  nightly  round  your  bed : 
And  yet  I  dare  confide  in  you  : 
So  take  my  fecret,  and  adieu. 
Nor  wonder  how  I  loft  my  wits : 
Oh !  Cselia,  CaeHa,  Cslia  fh—  I 


.A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG  NYMPH 
GOING    TO    BED. 

WRITTEN    FOR   THE    HONOUR   OF    THE    FAIR   SEX. 

CORINNA,  pride  of  Drury-lane, 
For  whom  no  Ihepherd  fighs  in  vain ; 

Never  did  Covent-garden  be  aft 

So  bright  a  batter'd  ftrollmg  toaft ! 
.  No  drunken  rake  to  pick  he:  up ; 

No  cellar,  where  on  tick  to  fup ; 

Returning  at  the  midnight  hour, 
-Four  ftories  climbing  to  her  bower; 

Then  feated  on  a  three-bgg'd  chair. 

Takes  off  her  artificial  hair. 

Now  picking  out  a  cryftal  eye. 

She  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it-  by  : 

Her  eye-brows,  from  a  moule's  hide. 

Stuck  on  with  art  on  either  fide. 

Pulls  off  with  care,  and  firft  dlfplays  *em. 

Then  in  a  play-book  fmoothly  lays  'em  ; 

Now  dextroufly  her  plumpers  draws, 
■  That  ferve  to  fill  her  hollow  jaws  ; 
*  Uatwifr 
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tJntwifts  a  wire,  and  from  her  gums 
A  fet  of  teeth  completely  comes  : 
Pulls  out  the  rags  contriv'd  to  prop 
Her  flabby  dugs,  and  down  they  drop. 
Proceeding  on,  the  lovely  Goddefs 
Unlaces  next  her  fteel-ribb'd  bodice. 
Which,  by  the  operator's  fkill, 
-Prefs  down  the  lumps,  the  hollows  £11. 
Up  goes  her  hand,  and  oiF  fhe  flips 
The  bolilers  that  fupply  heriiip.s. 
With  gentleft  touch  fiie  next  explores 
Her  fliankres,  iflTues,  running  fores, 
Efl:e6ls  of  many  a  fad  difafter ; 
And  then  to  each  applies  a  plaller : 
But  mufl:,  before  flie  goes  lo  bed. 
Rub  off  the  daubs  of  white  and  red. 
And  fmooth  the  furrows  in  her  front 
With  greafy  paper  iluck  upon 't. 
She  takes  a  bolus  ere  {h.Q  flecps; 
And  then  between  two  blankets  creeps  : 
With  pains  of  love  tormented  lies ; 
Or,  if  ihe  chance  to  clofe  her  eyes. 
Of  Bridewell  and  the  Compter  dreams. 
And  feels  the  lalh,  and  faintly  fcreams ; 
Or,  by  a  faithlefs  bully  drawn. 
At  fome  hedge-tavern  lies  in  pawn; 
Or  to  Jamaica  feems  tranfported 
Alone,  and  by  no  planter  courted ; 
Or,  near  Fleet-ditch's  ODzy  brinks. 
Surrounded  with  a  hundred  flinks. 
Vox..  XLIII.  U  Belated, 
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Belated,  feems  on  watch  to  lie. 

And  fnap  fome  cully  paffiiig  by; 
■■    Or,  ftruck  with  fear,  her  fancy  runs 
-    On  watchmen,  conftables,  and  duns. 

From  whom  (he  meets  with  frequent  rubs ; 

But  never  from  religious  clubs, 

Whofe  favour  fhe  is  fure  to  find, 

Becinfe  (he. pays  them  all  in  kind. 
Corinna  v/akes,     A  dreadful  fight ! 

Behold  the  ruins  of  the  night ! 

A  v.icked  rat  her  plafter  flole. 

Half  eat,  and  dragg'd  it  to  his  hole. 

The  cryfcal  eye,  alasl  was  mifs'd; 

And  pufs  had  on  her  plumpers  p — fs'd. 

A  pigeon  pick'd  her  iffue-peas : 

And  Shock  her  treffes  filPd  with  fleas. 

The  nymph,  though  in  this  mangled  plight. 

Mult  every  morn  her  limbs  unite. 

But  how  Ihall  I  defcribe  her  arts 

To  recoiled  the  fcatter'd  parts  ? 

Or  Ihew  the  anguifh,  toil,  and  pain. 

Of  gathering  up  herfelf  again  ? 

The  bafliful  Mufe  will  never  bear 

In  fuch  a  fcene  to  interfere. 

Corinna,  in  the  morning  dizeri'd. 

Who  (cQs,  will  fpuei  who  fmells,.  be  poifon*d. 


STREPHON 
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F  Chloe  all  the  town  has  rung. 


By  every  fize  of  poets  fung : 
So  beautiful  a  nymph  appears 
But  once  in  twenty  thoufand  years; 
By  Nature  form'd  with  niceit  care. 
And  laulticfs  to  a  fm^le  hau". 
Her  graceful  mien,  her  fhape,  and  face, 
Confefs'd  her  of  no  mortal  race: 
And  then  fo  nice,  and  fo  genteel ; 
Such  cleaiilinefs  from  head  to  heel: 
No  humours  grofs,  or  frowzy  fteams. 
No  noifome  whiffs,  or  fweaty  llream3> 
Before,  behind,  above,  below. 
Could  from  her  taintlefs  body  flow: 
AVould  fo  difcreetly  things  difpofe. 
None  ever  faw  her  pluck  a  rofe. . 
Her  deareft  comrades  never  caught  her 
Squat  on  her  hams,  to  make  maid's  v/ater: 
You  'd  fwear  tliat  fo  divine  a  creature 
Felt  no  neceuities  of  nature. 
In  fummer  had  flie  walk'd  the  town. 
Her  arm-pit^s  would  not  ftain  her  gown: 
At  countr}'-dances  not  a  nofe 
Could  in  the  dog-days  fmell  her  toes. 
Her  milk-white  hands,  both  palms  and  backs, 
LLke  ivory  drv,-and  foft  as  wax. 
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Her  hands,  the  fofteft  ever  felt. 

Though  cold  would  burn,  though  dry  would  melt. 

Dear  Venus,  hide  this  wondrous  maid. 
Nor  let  her  loofe  to  fpoil  ycur  trade. 
While  fhe  ingrofTes  every  fwaln. 
You  but  o'er  half  the  world  can  reign. 
Think  what  a  cafe  all  men  are  now  in. 
What  oghng,  fighing,  toafting,  vowing ! 
What  powder'd  wigs  1  what  flames  and  darts ! 
What  hampers  full  of  bleeding  hearts! 
What  fword-knots !  what  poetic  ftrains ! 
What  billet-doux,  and  clouded  canes  1 

But  Strephon  figh'd  fo  loud  and  ilrong. 
He  blew  a  fettlement  along ; 
And  bravely  drove  his  rivals  down 
With  coach  and  fix,  and  hoiife  in  tov/n. 
The  bafhfui  nymph  no  more  withftands, 
Becaufe  her  dear  papa  commands. 
The  charming  couple  now  un'tes: 
Proceed  we  to  the  marriage-rites. 

Imprimisy  at  the  temple-porch 
Stood  Hymen  with  a  flaming  torch : 
The  fmiling  Cyprian  Goddefs  brings 
Her  infant-loves  with  purple  wings ; 
And  pigeons  billing,  fparrows  treading. 
Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  wedding. 
The  Mufes  next  in  order  follow. 
Conduced  by  their  fquire,  Apollo : 
Then  Mercury  with  filver  tongue; 
And  Hebe,  goddefs  ever  young. 

Behold, 
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Behold,  the  bridegroom  and  his  bride 

Walk  hand  in  hand,  and  fide  by  fide ; 

She  by  the  tender  Graces  dreft. 

But  he  by  Ivlars,  in  Icarlet  veil. 

The  nymph  was  cover'd  with  htY  Jlammeum^ 

And  Phcebus  fung  th'  epithalaviium. 

And  lad,  to  make  the  matter  fure. 

Dame  Juno  brought  a  priefr  demure. 

Luna  was  abfent,  on  pretence 

Her  time  was  not  till  nine  months  hence. 

The  rites  perform'd,  t;\e  parfon  paid. 
In  ftate  return'd  the  grand  parade ; 
With  loud  huzza's  from  all  the  boys. 
That  now  the  pair  mull  cro-wn  their  joys.  . 

But  IHll  the  hardefl:  part  remains : 
Strephon  had  long  perplex'd  his  brains. 
How  with  fo  high  a  nymph  he  might 
Demean  himfelf  the  wedding-night: 
For,  as  he  view'd  his  perfon  round. 
Mere  mortal  flefh  was  all  he  found  : 
His  hand,  his  neck,  his  mouth,  his  feet. 
Were  duly  wafn'd,  to  keep  them  fweet 
(With  other  parts  that  ihall  be  namelefs. 
The  ladies  elfe  might  think  me  fhamelefs) . 
The  weather  and  his  love  were  hot; 
And,  fhoald  he  ffruggle,  I  know  u'hat — 
Why,  let  it  go,  if  I  muft  tell  it  — 
He  '11  fweat,  and  then  the  nymph  may  fmell  Itj  ; 
While  Tile,  a  goddefs  dy'd  in  [•>''" 
Was  unlufceptible  of  llain, 

U  ^  And^ 
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And,  Venus-like,  her  fragrant  fkin 
Exhal'd  amhrojia  from  within. 
Can  fuch  a  deity  endure 
A  mortal  human  touch  impure  ? 
How  did  the  humbled  Twain  deteil 
His  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  bread ! 
His  night-cap,  border'd  round  with  lace. 
Could  give  no  foftnefs  to  his  face. 

Yet,  if  the  goddefs  could  be  kind. 
What  endlefs  raptures  rauft  he  find  ! 
And  Goddeffes  have  now  and  then 
Come  down  to  vif^t  mortal  men ; 
To  viiit,  and  to  court  them  too  : 
A  certain  Goddefs,  God  knows  who, 
(As  in  a  book  he  heard  it  read) 
Took  Colofr.el  Peleus  to  her  bed. 
But  what  if  he  fhould  lofe  his  life 
By  venturing  on  his  heavenly  v/ife  r 
(For  Strephon  could  remember  well. 
That  once  he  heard  a  fchool-boy  tell. 
How  Scmele  of  mortal  race 
By  thunder  died  in  Jove's  embrace.) 
And  v/hat  if  daring  Strephon  dies 
By  lightning  fbot  from  Chloe's  eyes  ? 

V/hile  thefe  refle<ftions  fiU'd  liis  head. 
The  bi-ide  v/as  put  in  form  to  bed : 
He  folio w'd,  flript,  and  in  he  crept. 
But  awfully  his  diflance  kept. 

Now  pcrider  ivell,  ye pareuts  dear ; 
Forbid  your  daughters  guzzling  becrj 


And 
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And  make  them  even'  afternoon 
Forbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  ibon ; 
That,  ere  to  bed  they  venture  up. 
They  may  difcharge  it  even/  fup: 
If  not,  they  muft  in  evil  plight 
Be  often  forc'd  to  rife  at  night. 
Keep  them  to  wholefome  food  confin'd,    . 
Nor  let  them  taftc  what  caufes  wind : 
('Tis  this  the  fage  of  Samos  means. 
Forbidding  his  difciples  beans.) 
Oh !  think  what  evils  moft  enfue ; 
Mifs  Moll  the  jade  will  burn  it  blue  : 
And,  when  ilie  once  has  got  the  art. 
She  cannot  help  it  for  her  heart ; 
But  out  it  fiies,  ev'n  when  fne  meets 
Her  bridegroom  in  the  wedding-fheets,    • 
Carrninati^e  and  diuretic 
Will  damp  all  pafiion  fympathetic : 
And  Love  fuch  nicety  requires. 
One  hlajl  will  pat  out  all  his  fires. 
Since  hu(bands  get  behind  the  fcene. 
The  wife  Ihould  iludy  to  be  clean; 
Nor  give  the  fmalkH  room  to  guefs 
The  time  when  wants  of  naturc  prefs;    ■ 
But  after  marriage  prasftiie  mors 
Decorum  than  fhe  did  before ; 
To  keep  her  fpoirfe  deluded  ftil). 
And  make  him  fancy  what  'i^jt  will. 
In  bed  v.e  left  the  married  pair : 
'lis  time  to  llie^rV  hovv  filing 5. went  there, 

1--  4-    .  Strerhon, 
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Strephon,  who  had  .been  often  told 
That  fortune  ftill  affifts  the  bold, 
Refolv'd  to  make  the  firft  attack; 
But  Chloe  drove  him  Eercely  back. 
How  could  a  nymph  fo  chafte  as  Chloe^ 
With  conilltution  cold  and  fnowy. 
Permit  a  brutiih  man  to  touch  her  ? 
Ev'n  lambs  by  inftind  fly  the  butcher. 
Reiiftance  on  the  wedding-night 
Is  what  our  maidens  claim  by  right : 
And  Chloe,  'tis  by  all  agreed. 
Was  maid  in  thought,  and  v/ord,  and  deed^. 
Yet  fome  alGgn  a  different  reafon  j 
That  Strephon  chofeno  proper  feafon. 

Say,  Fair-ones,  muft:  I  make  a  paufe. 
Or  freely  tell  the  fecret  caufe  ? 

Twelve:  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  fpeak) 
Had  now  confirain'd  the  nymph  to  leak. 
This  point  mull  needs  be  fettled  firfl ; 
The  bride  muft  either  void  or  burft. 
Then  fee  the  dire  etfefts  of  peafe ; 
Think  what  can  give  the  colic  eafe. 
The  nymph,  opprcfs'd  before,  behind. 
As  fnips  are  tofs'd  by  v,/aves  and  wind.. 
Steals  out  her  hand,  by  nature  led. 
And  brings  a  veflel  into  bed ; 
Fair  utenfd,  as  fmooth  and  white 
4s  Chloe's  ikin,  almoft  as  bright. 

Strephon,  who  heard  the  fainir-g  rili 
As  from  a  mofly  ciifF  diftil, 

Cr' 
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Cry'd  out.  Ye  Gods !  what  found  is  this  ? 

Can  Chloe,  heavenly  Cloe, ? 

But  when  he  fmelt  a  noifome  fleam. 

Which  oft'  attends  that  luke-warm  ftream; 

(Salerno  both  together  joins. 

As  fovereign  medicines  for  the  loins;) 

And  though  contriv'd,  we  may  fuppofe. 

To  flip  his  ears,  yet  flruck  his  nofe ; 

He  found  her,  while  the  fcent  increas'd. 

As  mortal  as  himfelf  at  leall. 

But  foon,^with  like  occafions  prefl. 

He  boldly  fent  his  hand  in  queft 

(Infpir'd  with  courage  from  his  bride) 

To  reach  the  pot  on  t'  other  fide  i 

And,  as  he  fill'd  the  reeking  vafe. 

Let  fly  a  roufer  in  her  face. 

The  little  Cupids  hovering  round, 
(As  pidlures  prove,  with  garlands  crown'd) 
Abafli'd  at  what  they  favv  and  heard. 
Flew  off,  nor  ever  more  appear'd. 

Adieu  to  ravilliing  dehghts. 
High  raptures,  and  romantic  flights ;. 
To  goddclTes  fo  heavenly  fweet. 
Expiring  fliepherds  at  their  feet; 
To  filver  meads  and  fliady  bowers, 
Drcfs'd  up  with  amaranthine  flowers. 

How  great  a  change  1  how  quickly  made  ! 
They  learn  to  call  a  fpade  a  fpade. 
They  foon  from  all  conftraints  are  freed; 
Can  fee  each  other  do  their  need. 

On 
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On  box  of  cedar  fits  the  wife. 
And  makes  it  warm  for  deareji  life ; 
And,  by  the  beafrly  way  of  thinking. 
Finds  great  fociety  in  flinking. 
Now  Strephon  daily  entertains 
His  Chloe  in  the  homelieft  ftrains ; 
And  Chloe,  more  experienc'd  grown>  . 
With  intereft  pays  him  back  his  own. ' 
No  maid  at  court  is  lefs  afham'd, 
Howe'er  for  felling  bargains  fam'd. 
Than  Ihe  to  name  her  parts  behind. 
Or  when  a-bed  to  let  out  wind. 

Fair  Decerxy,  celeflial  maid ! 
Defcend  from  Heaven  to  Beauty's  aid  ■ 
Though  Beauty  may  beget  defire, 
'Tis  thou  muft  fan  the  Lover's  fire ; 
For  Beauty,  like  fupreme  dominion. 
Is  beft  fupported  by  Opinion : 
If  Decency  briig  no  fuppliesi 
Opinion  falls,  and  Beauty  dies. 

To  fee  fome  radiant  nymph  appear 
In  all  her  glittering  birth-day  gear. 
You  think  fome  Goddefs  from  the  ficy 
Defcended,  ready  cut  and  dry : 
But.  ere  you  fell  yourfclf  to  laughter, 
Confider  well  what  may  come  after ; 
For  fiTie  ideas  vanifh  fall, 
While  all  the  grofs  and  filthy  lail, 

O  Strephon,  ere  that  fatal  day 
When.  Chloe  ftole  your  heart  away. 


Had 
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Had  you  but  through  a  cranny  fpy'd 
On  houfe  of  eafe  your  future  bride. 
In  all  the  poflures  of  her  face 
Which  nature  gives  in  fuch  a  cafe ; 
Dillortions,  groanings,  ftralnings,  heavlngs ; 
'Twere  better  }^ou  had  lick'd  her  leavings. 
Than  from  experience  find  too  late 
Your  goddefs  grown  a  filthy  mate. 
Your  fancy  then  had  always  dwelt 
On  what  you  faw,  and  what  you  fmelt; 
Would  ftill  the  fame  ideas  give  ye. 
As  when  you  fpy'd  her  on  the  privy ; 
And,  fpite  of  Chloe's  charms  divine. 
Your  heart  had  been  as  whole  as  mine. 

Authorities,  both  old  and  recent, 
Dire£l  that  women  muil  be  decent; 

And  from  the  fpoufe  each  blemifti  hide. 

More  than  from  all  the  world  befide. 
Unjullly  all  our  nymphs  complain 

Their  empire  holds  fo  iTiort  a  reign; 

Is  after  marriage  loll  fo  foon. 

It  hardly  holds  the  honey-moon : 

For,  if  they  keep  not  what  they  caught. 

It  is  entirely  their  own  fault. 

They  take  pofTeffion  of  the  crown, 

And  then  throv/  all  their  weapons  down : 

Though,  by  the  politician's  fcheme, 

V/hoe'cr  arrives  at  power  fuprcme, 

Thofe  arts  by  which  at  firft  they  gain  it. 

They  ftill  muft  praftife  to  maintain  it. 

Vv'-hat 
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What  various  ways  our  females  take 
To  pafs  for  wits  before  a  rake ! 
And  in  the  fruitlefs  fearch  purfue 
All  other  methods  but  the  true  1 

Some  try  to  learn  polite  behaviour 
By  reading  books  againft  their  Saviour; 
Some  call  it  witty  to  refledl 
On  every  natural  defedl ; 
Some  fhew  they  never  want  explaining, , 
To  comprehend  a  double-meaning. 
But  fure  a  tell-tale  out  of  fchool 
Is  of  air  wits  the  greateft  fool; 
Whofe  rank  imagination  fills 
Ker  heart,  and  from  her  lips  dlilils : 
You'd  think  fhe  utter'd  from  behind. 
Or  at  her  mouth  was  breaking  \vind. . 

Why  is  a  handfome  v\dfe  ador'd 
By  every  coxcomb  but  her  lord  ? 
From  yonder  puppet-man  inquire. 
Who  wifely  hides  his  wood  and  wire ; 
Shews  Sheba's  queen  completely  dreil. 
And  Solomon  in  royal  veil : 
But  view  them  litter'd  on  the  floor. 
Or  ftrung  on  pegs  behind  the  door ; 
Punch  is  exadlly  of  a  piece 
With  Lorraln's  duke,  and  prince  of  Greece. 

A  prudent  builder  fnould  forecaU 
How  long  the  fiuff  is  like  to  liil ; 
And  carefully  obferve  the  ground. 
To  build  on  lome  foundp.tion  found. 
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'  What  houfe,  when  its  materials  crumble. 
Mull:  not  inevitably  tumble  ? 
What  edifice  can  long  endure, 
■■  Raiii'd  on  a  bafis  unfecure  ? 
Rafli  mortals,  ere  you  take  a  wife. 
Contrive  your  pile  to  laft  for  life : 
Since  beauty  fcarce  endures  a  day. 
And  youth  fo  fvviftly  glides  away; 
Why  will  you  make  yourfelf  a  bubble. 
To  build  on  fand  with  hay  and  Hubble? 
On  fenfe  and  wit  your  pafilon  founds 
By  decency  cemented  round; 
Let  prudence  with  good-nature  ftrive 
To  keep  elleem  and  love  alive. 
■Then,  come  old-age  whene'er  it  will. 
Your  friendlhip  ihall  continue  ftill: 
And  thus  a  mutual  gentle  fire 
Shall  never  but  with  life  expire. 

A      P      O      L      L      O3 

O  R, 

A    PROBLEM    SOLVED.     1731, 

APOLLO,  god  of  light  and  wit. 
Could  verfe  infpire,  but  feldom  writj 
■Refin'd  all  metals  with  his  looks. 
As  well  as  chymifts  by  their  books : 
As  handfome  as  my  Lady's  page; 
Sweetrfive-and-tw'enty  was  his  age, 
<  HI3 
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His  wig  w'?.s  made  of  fanny  rays. 

He  crown'd  his  youthful  head  with  bays; 

,  Not  all  the  court  of  heaven  could  iliow 
So  nice  and  (o  complete  a  beau. 
No  heir  upon  his  firft  appearance. 
With  twenty  thoufand  pounds  a-year  rents^ 
E'er  drove,  before  he  fold  his  land. 
So  fine  a  coach  along  the  Strand: 
The  fpokes,  we  are  by  Ovid  told> 
Were  filver,  and  the  axle  gold : 
(I  own,  'tv/as  but  a  coacli  and  four. 
For  Jupiter  allows  no  more  1) 

Yet,  with  his  beauty,  wealth,  and  parts, 

.  Enough  to  win  tea. thoufand  hearts, 

-  No  vulgar  deity  above 
Was  fo  unfortunate  in  love. 

Three  weighty  caufes  were  aflign'd. 
That  mov'd  the  nymphs  to  be  unkind. 
Nine  Mufes  always  waiting  round  him. 
He  left  them  virgins  as  he  found  them. 
His  finging  was  another  fault ; 
For  he  could  reach  to  B  in  a/i  : 
Ands  b/  the  fentiments  of  Pliny,. 
Such  fingers  are  like  Nicolini. 
At  laft,  the  point  was  fully  clear'4; 
In  fhort,  Apollo  had  no  beard. 


TliE 
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THE  PLACE  OF  THE  DAMNED. 


AL  L  folks  who  pretend  to  religion  and  grace, 
Allow  there's  a  Hell,  but  difpute  of  the  place; 
But,  if  Hell  may  by  logical  rules  be  defin'd 
Th^y /ace  cfthe  danind — I  '11  tell  you  my  mind. 
Where-ever  the  damn'd  do  chiefly  abound. 
Moil:  certainly  there  is  Hell  to  be  found: 
Damn'd  /ct'/j-,  damn'd  criticks,  damn'd  blockheads ,  damn'd 

kna-ves, 
'D^imn' 6./enaiors  brib'd,  damn'd  proftitutey/f^z't'/; 
Damn'd  la-vjjers  d^ndi  judges,  damn'd  lords  and  damn*d 

/quires ; 
Damri'dy//a  and  informers,  di2.mxC^  friends  and  damn'd 

liars ; 
Damn'd  ^villains,  corrupted  in  tvtrfjlation ; 
Damn*d  time-fer^ving  priejls  all  over  the  nation  \ 
And  into  the  bargain  I  '11  readily  give  you 
Damn'd  ignorant /r^/^/^j  and  counfellors  pri"jy. 
Then  let  us  no  longer  by  par/ens  be  flamm'd. 
For  w6  know  by  thefe  marks  the  place  of  the  damned  2 
And  Hell  to  be  fure  is  at  Paris  or  Rome, 
How  happy  for  us  that  it  is  not  at  home  / 


JUDA^ 
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JUDAS.         175!. 

BY  the  juft  vengeance  of  incenfed  fkies. 
Poor  Bidiop  Judas  late  repenting  dies. 
The  Jews  engag'd  him  with  a  paltry  bribe. 
Amounting  hardly  to  a  crown  a  tribe ; 
Which  though  his  confcience  forc'd  him  to  reflore 
(And,  parfons  tell  us,  no  man  could  do  more)  ; 
Yet,  through  defpair,  of  God  and  man  accurit. 
He  loll  his  biftioprick,  and  hang'd  orburft. 
Thofe  former  ages  differed  much  from  this ; 
Judas  betray'd  his  mailer  with  a  kifs: 
But  fome  have  kifs'd  the  gofpel  fifty  times, 
V/hofe  perjury's  the  leaft  of  all  their  crimes; 
Some  who  can  perjure  through  a  two-inch  board. 
Yet  keep  their  biihopricks,  and  'fcape  the  cord : 
Like  hemp,  which,  by  a  fkilful  fpinller  drawn 
To  Hender  threads,  may  fometimes  pafs  for  law-n. 

As  ancient  Judas  by  tranjgrejjioyi  felly 
And  biirj}  a/under  ere  he  went  to  hell ; 
So  could  we  fee  a  fet  of  new  Ifcaridts 
Come  headlong  tumbling  from  their  mitred  chariots ; 
EacA  modern  Judas  perifh  like  the  firH; 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  his  bowels  burfl; 
Who  could  forbear,  that  view'd  each  guilty  face. 
To  cry,  *'  Lo!  Judas  gene  to  his  own  place; 
**  His  habitation  let  all  men  forfake, 
**  And  let  his  bilhoprick  another  take !" 


AN' 
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AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GAY*.     1731. 

HOW  could  you.  Gay,  difgrace  the  Mufes'  train. 
To  ferve  a  taftelefs  Court  twelve  years  in  vain- 
Fain  would  I  think  qmx  female  friend^  fincere. 
Till  Bob,  the  poet's  foe,  poflefs'd  her  ear. 
Did  female  virtue  e'er  fo  high  afcend. 
To  lofe  an  inch  of  favour  for  a  friend  ? 

Say,  had  the  Court  no  better  place  to  chufe 
For  thee,  than  make  a  dry-nurfe  of  thy  Mufe  ? 
How  cheaply  had  thy  liberty  been  fold. 
To  fquire  a  royal  girl  of  two  years  old  ; 
In  leading-firings  her  infant-fceps  to  guide. 
Or  with  her  go-cart  amble  fide  by  fide  1 

But  princely  Douglas  and  his  glorious  dame 
Advanc'd  thy  fortune,  and  preferv'd  thy  fame. 
Nor  will  }TDur  nobler  gifts  be  mifapply'd. 
When  o'er  your  patron's  treafure  you  prefide : 
The  world  fhall  own,  his  choice  was  wife  and  juft. 
For  fons  of  Phoebus  never  break  their  truft. 

Not  love  of  beauty  lefs  the  heart  inflames 
Of  guardian  eunuchs  to  the  Sultan's  dames : 

*  The  Dean,  having  been  told  by  an  intimate  frlen3,  that  the 
Duke  of  Queenfbury  had  employed  Mr.  Gay  to  infpeft  the  accounts 
and  management  of  his  Grace's  receivers  and  ftewards  (which 
bowever  proved  to  be  amiftake),  wrote  this  Epiille  to  his  Friend* 

f  The  Counters  of  Suffolk.     N. 

Vol..  XLIil.  X  Their 
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Their  paffions  not  more  impotent  and  cold. 
Than  thofe  of  poets  to  the  luji  of  gold. 
With  Psean's  pureft  fire  his  favourites  glow. 
The  dregs  will  ferve  to  ripen  ore  below ; 
His  meanell  work :  for,  had  he  thought  it  fit 
That  wealth  fhould  be  the  appennage  of  wit. 
The  god  of  light  could  ne'er  have  been  fo  blind 
To  deal  it  to  the  worft  of  hum.an-kind. 

But  let  me  now,  for  I  can  do  it  well. 
Your  condu6l  in  this  new  employ  foretel. 

And  firft :  to  make  my  obfervation  right, 
I  place  a  ftatefman  full  before  my  fight, 
A  bloated  minijier  in  all  his  geer. 
With  fhamelefs  vifage  and  perfidious  leer ; 
Two  rows  of  teeth  arm  each  devouring  jaw. 
And  oftrich-like  his  all-digefting  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  monfier  to  my  view. 
To  fhew  the  world  his  chief  reverfe  in  you. 
Of  loud  unmeaning  founds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  from  his  mouth  in  plenteous  ftreams  of  mud ; 
With  thefe  the  court  and  fenate-houfe  he  pUes, 
Made  up  of  noife,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 

Now  let  me  (hew  how  Bob  and  you  agree : 
You  ferve  a  potent  prince ^  as  well  as  he. 
The  ducal  coffers,  trufted  to  your  charge. 
Your  honeft  care  may  fill,  perhaps  enlarge : 
liis  valTals  eafy,  and  the  owner  bleft ; 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  enjoy  the  reft. 
Not  fo  a  nation's  revenues  are  paid : 
The  fervant's  faults  are  on  the  mafter  laid. 

The 
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The  people  with  a  Ugh  their  taxes  bring ; 
And,  curfing  Bob,  forget  to  blefs  the  King. 

Next  hearken.  Gay,  to  what  thy  charge  requires, 
V^'vihfer-vantSy  tenants,  and  the  neighbouring ^w/Vw* 
Let  all  domeftics  feel  your  gentle  fway; 
Nor  bribe,  infult,  nor  flatter,  nor  betray. 
Let  due  reward  to  merit  be  allow'd; 
Nor  with  your  kindred  half  the  palace  cr«<vj  J  i 
Nor  think  yourfelf  fecure  in  doing  wrong, 
By  telling  ncfes  -jolth  a  party  jlroug. 

Be  rich;  but  of  your  wealth  make  no  parade; 
At  leaft,  hef ere  your  majier^s  debts  are  paid: 
Nor  in  a  palace y  built  ixjith  charge  immenfe, 
Pre/ume  to  treat  him  at  his  cnvn  4xpence, 
Each  fanner  in  the  neighbourhood  can  count 
To  what  your  lawful  perquilites  amount. 
The  tenants  poor,  the  hardnefs  of  the  times. 
Are  ill  excufes  for  a  fervant's  crimes. 
With  interefl,  and  a  premium  paid  befide. 
The  mailer's  preffing  wants  muH  be  fupply'd; 
Withhafty  zeal  behold  t]it  jlexvard  come 
By  his  own  credit  to  advance  the  fum  j 
Who,  while  th^  unrighteous  tnammon  is  his  friend. 
May  well  conclude  his  power  will  never  end. 
A  faithful  treafurer  I  what  could  he  do  more  ? 
He  lends  my  Lord  ujhat  -ivas  my  Lord's  before. 

The  law  fo  ftridlly  guards  the  Monarch's  health. 
That  no  phyfician  dares  prefcribe  by  fiealth : 
The  council  fit;  approve  the  doctor's  fkill; 
And  give  advice,  before  he  gives  the  pill, 
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But  thej?ate  empiric  a6ls  a  fafer  part; 
And,  while  he  poifons^  ^ins  the  royal  heart. 

But  how  can  I  defcribe  the  ravenous  breed  ? 
Then  let  me  now  by  negatives  proceed. 

Suppcfe  your  Lord  a  trufty  fervant  fend 
On  weighty  bufmefs  to  fome  neighbouring  friend : 
Prefume  not.  Gay,  unlefs  you  ferve  a  drone. 
To  countermand  his  orders  by  your  ov^ti. 

Should  fome  imperious  neighbcur  fink  the  boats. 
And  drain  xht  Jijh -ponds y  while  your  mafier  dotes; 
Shall  he  upon  the  ducal  rights  intrench, 
Eecaufe  he  -brib'd  you  with  a  brace  of  tench  ? 

Nor  from  your  Lord  his  bad  condition  hide. 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  footh  his  pride  : 
Nor  at  an-  under-rate  his  timber  fell. 
And  with  an  oath  afTure  him,  all  is  ^vell ; 
>  Or  Jhvear  it  rotieji,  and  nvith  humble  airs 
P.equeji  it  cf  him  to  complete  your  Ji airs  : 
Nor,  when  a  mortgage  lies  on  half  his  lands. 
Come  with  a  purfe  of  guineas  in  your  hands. 

Have  Peter  Waters  always  in  your  mind : 
That  rogue,  of  genuine  minijierial  kind. 
Can  helf  the  peerage  by  his  arts  bewitch. 
Starve  twenty  lords  to  make  one  fcoundrel  rich ; 
And,  when  he  gravely  has- undone  a  fcore. 
Is  humbly  pray'd  to  ruin  twenty  more. 

A  dextrous  fteward,  when  his  tricks  are  found, 
Hujh-mone^i  fends  to  all  the  neighbours  round; 
Kis  mailer,  unfufpicious  of  his  pranks, 
fays  all  the  coll,  and  gives  the  villain  thanki. 

And 
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And,  (hould  a  friend  attempt  to  fet  him  right. 
His  Lordihip  would  impute  it  all  to  fpight; 
Would  love  his  favourite  better  than  before. 
And  trufl:  his  honeily  juft  fo  much  more. 
Thus  families,  like  realms,  with  equal  fate. 
Are  fuak  by  premier  minijiers  of  flat  e. 

Some,  when  an  heir  fuccseds,  go  boldly  on. 
And,  as  they  robb'd  ^kiz  father,  rob  they3//. 
A  knave,  \^  ho  deep  imbroils  his  lord's  affairs. 
Will  fcon  grow  fiecejjary  to  his  heirs^ 
His  policy  confifts  mfctting  traps. 
In  finding  <^ays  and  tneans,  2.n6.  flopping  g::ps  i 
He  knows  a  thoufand  tricks  whene'er  he  pleafe. 
Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  each  difeafe. 
In  either  cafe,  an  equal  chance  is  run; 
For,  keep  or  turn  him  out,  my  Lord  's  undone* 
You  want  a  hand  to  clear  a  filthy  fink.; 
No  cleanly  workman  can  endure  the  itink. 
A  Ibong  dilemm.a  in  a  defperate  cafe  ! 
To  a£l  with  infamy,  or  quit  the  place. 

A  bungler  thus,  v/ho  fcarce.  the  nzX  can  hit,  . 
With  driving  wrong  will  make  the  pannel  fplit  i 
Nor  dares  an  abler  workman  undertake 
To  drive  a  fecond,  lefl  the  whole  ihould  break. 

In  every  court  the  parallel  will  hold ; 
And  kings,  like  private  folks,  are  bought  and  K/iJ. 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads  to  be  cafnier'd. 
Contrives,  as  he  is  bated,  to  h^fear''^-. 
Confounds  accounts,  perplexes  cdi  afairs  ; 
for  've'!?£anc£  mere  imbroils,  tY.TmJkill  repairs, 
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So  robbers  (and  their  ends  are  juft  the  fame),. 
To  'fcape  inquiries,  ha^ve  the  houfe  in  flame, 

I  knew  a  brazen  miniHer  of  ftate. 
Who  bore  for  twice  ten  years  the  public  hate. 
In  every  mouth  the  queflion  moil  in  vogue 
Was,  When  ivill  they  turn  out  this  odious  rogue? 
A  junfture  happened  in  his  higheft  pride  : 
While  he  went  robbing  on,  old  majier  dy'd. 
We  thought  there  now  remain'd  no  room  to  doubt; 
His  H^jork  is  done,  the  mivifier  mujl  out. 
The  court  incited  more  than  one  or  two ; 
Will  you.  Sir  Spencer?  or,  W\][you,  oi you? 
But  not  a  foul  his  oflice  durft  accept; 
The  fubtle  knave  had  all  the  plunder  fwept : 
And,  fuch  was  tlien  the  temper  of  the  times. 
He  ow'd  his  prefervation  to  his  crimes. 
The  candidates  obferv'd  his  dirty  paws. 
Nor  found  it  difficult  to  guefs  the  caufe : 
But,  when  they  fmelt  fuch  foul  corruptions  round  him. 
Away  they  fled,  and  left  him  as  they  found  him. 

Thus,  when  a  greedy  floven  once  has  thrown 
Wis /not  into  the  me/sj  'tis  all  his  own. 
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ON    THE    IRISH    BISHOPS*. 
1731. 

OLD  Latimer  preaching  did  fairly  defcribe 
A  bifhop,  who  rul'd  all  the  reft  of  his  tribe : 
And  who  is  this  bifhop  ?  and  where  does  he  dwell  ? 
Why  truly  'tis  Satan,  arch-bifhop  of  hell. 
And  He  was  a  primate,  and  He  wore  a  mitre 
Surrounded  with  jewels  of  fulphur  and  nitre. 
How  nearly  this  bifhop  our  bifhops  refembles ! 
But  he  has  the  odds,  who  belie^i-es  and  nvho  trembles. 
Could  you  fee  his  grim  grace,  for  a  pound  to  a  penny. 
You  'd  fwear  it  muft  be  the  baboon  of  Kilkenny : 
Poor  Satan  will  think  the  comparifon  odious ; 
I  wiih  I  could  find  him  out  one  more  commodious. 
But  this  I  am  fure,  the  mojl  re-uerend  old  dragon 
Has  got  on  the  bench  many  bifhops  fufFragan; 
And  ail  men  believe  he  refides  there  incog. 
To  give  them  by  turns  an  invifible  jog. 

Our  bifhops,  puff'd  up  with  wealth  and  with  pride. 
To  hell  on  the  backs  of  the  clergy  would  ride. 
They  mounted  and  labour'd  with  whip  and  with  fpur. 
In  vain — for  the  devil  a  parlbn  would  ftir. 
So  the  Commons  unhors'd  them;  and  this  was  their 

doom. 
On  their  crofiers  to  ride,  like  a  witch  on  a  broom, 

*  Occafioned  by  their  endeavouriRg  to  get  an  acl  to  divide  the 
church-livings  J  which  bill  was  rejected  by  the  hilh  houfe  of 
commons. 
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Though  they  gallop'd  fo  fail,  on  the  road  you  may  find 

'em. 
And  have  left  us  but  three  out  of  twenty  behind  'em. 
Lord  Bolton's  good  grace.  Lord  Car,  and  Lord  Howard, 
In  fpight  of  the  devil,  v/ould  flill  be  untoward : 
They  came  of  good  kindred,  and  could  not  endure 
Their  former  companions  (hould  beg  at  their  door. 

When  Chrifl  was  betray'd  to  Pilate  the  praetor. 
Of  a  dozen  apofdes  but  one  prov'd  a  traitor : 
One  traitor  alone,  and  faithful  eleven; 
But  we  can  afford  you  fix  traitors  in  feven. 

What  a  clutter  with  clippings,  divddings,  and  cleavings ! 
And  the  clergy  foriboth  mull  take  up  with  their  leavings. 
If  making  di'vijions  was  all  their  intent. 
They  've  done  it,  we  thank  them,  but  not  as  they  meant ; 
And  fo  may  fuch  bifhops  for  ever  di-vide. 
That  no  honeft  heathen  would  be  on  their  fide. 
How  fhould  we  rejoice,  if,  like  Judas  the  iirfl, 
Thofe  fplitters  of  parfons  in  funder  fhoul J  burll ! 
Now  hear  an  allullon : — A  mitre,  you  know. 
Is  divided  above,  but  united  below. 
If  this  you  conTi'der,  our  emblem  i^  right; 
The  birnops  divide,  but  the  clergy  units. 
Should  the  bottom  be  fplit,  our  bifhops  would  dread- 
That  the  mitre  would  never  flick  fafl  on  their  head  ; 
And  yet  they  have  learnt  the  chief  art  of  a  fovercign. 
As  Machiavel  taught  them;  Ji-uide,  and  ye  govern. 
But  courage,  my  lords ;  though  it  cannot  be  faid 
That  one  cloven  tongue  ever  fat  on  your  head; 
I  '11  hold  you  a  groat  (and  I  wiih  I  could  fee  't). 
If  your  ilockings  were  cfF;  you  could  Ihew  ckvcn  f:tt. 
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But  hold,  cry  the  biftiops;  and  give  us  fair  play; 
Before  you  condemn  us,  hear  what  we  can  fay» 
What  truer  aftedlions  could  ever  be  ftiown. 
Than  faving  your  fouls  by  damning  our  own  ? 
And  have  we  not  praftis'd  all  methods  to  gain  you; 
With  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  to  maintain  you; 
Provided  a  fund  for  building  yon  fpittals  ? 
You  are  only  to  live  four  years  wiihouc  vi£luals. 

Content,  my  good  lords;  but  let  us  change  hands; 
Firft  take  you  our  tithes,  and  give  us  your  lands. 
So  God  blefs  the  Church  and  three  of  our  mitres ; 
And  God  blefs  the  Commons,  for  biting  the  biters. 
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